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OW, Luck yet ſend us, and a little wit | 
Will ſerve, to make our play hit; | 
According to the palates of the ſeaſon) | | 
Here is rhyme, not empty of reaſon. i 
This we were bid to credit, from our poet, 
Whoſe true ſcope, if you uon d know it, | | 
I all his poems ſtill hath been this meaſure, 
To mix profit with your pleaſure ; 
And not as ſome (whoſe throats their envy failing) 
Cry hoarſly, All he writes is railing : 
And, when his plays come forth, think they can flout them, 
With ſaying, He was a year about them. | 
To theſe there needs no lie, but this his creature, 
Which was two months ſince no feature ; 
And, though he dares give them five lives to mend it, 
'Tis known, five weeks fully penn'd it; 
From his own hand, without a co-adjutor, 
Novice, journey-men, or tutor. 
Yet thus much I can give you, as a token 
Of bis play's worth, no eggs are broken, 
Nor quaking cuſtards with fierce teeth affrighted, 
Wherewith your rout are (o delighted; 
Nor hales he in a gull, old ends reciting, 
To ſtop gapes in his looſe writing z; © 
With ſuch a deal of monſtrous and forc'd aftion, 
As might make Beth'lem a faction: 
Nor made he his play for jeſts ſtoll'n from each table, 
But makes jeſts to fit his fable ; | 
And ſo preſents quick Comedy refined, 
As beſt critics have deſigned : 
The Laws of time, place, perſons he obſerveth, 
From no needful rule he ſwerveth. 
All gall and coppreſs from his ink he draineth, 
Only a little ſalt remaineth, | 
Wherewith he'll rub your cheeks, till (red with laughter) 
They frall look freſh a week after. 


The PERSON 


Volpone, à M ä | 
Moſca, his Paraſite. | 
Voltore, an Advocate. 
Coraccio, an old Gentleman. 
Corvino, a Merchant. 


8 of the PLAY, 


Notario, the Regiſter, 
| Nano, a Dwarf. 


| Caſtrone, an Eunuch. 


Politic Would-be, a Knight, 4 
Peregrine, a Gent. . 


Avocatori, four Magiſtrates. | 


Bonario, 4 yang: Gentleman, 3 
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Fine Madam Would-be, the Knight's wife. 
Celia, the Merchant's wife. 

Commandadori, Officers. 

Mercatori, three Merchants. 

Androgyno, a Hermaphrodite. 


Servitore, a Servant. 
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The SCENE, VENICE. 


The Principal COMEDIANS were, 


Ric. BURBADGE, 
HEN. CONDEL, 
Wil. SLY, 


| Jon. HEMINGS. 
Jon. LowIN. 
ALEX, COOKE. 


The 890 X. 


The ARGUMENT, 


VorPoNE, childleſs, rich, feigns ſick, deſpairs, 

O Fers his *ſtate to hopes of ſeveral heirs, 

L ies languiſning : his paraſite receives 

==? reſents of all, aſſures, deludes ; then weaves | | 

0 ther croſs plots, which op' themſelves, age told. 3 

N ew tricks for ſafety are ſought ; they thrive: when hold, 5 
E ach tempts the other again, and all are ſold. 


ACTS ACENE I 


VOLPONE, MOS CA. 


1 


Volpone. | 


OOD morning to the day; and next, my gold: 

Open the ſhrine, that I may ſee my ſaint. 

Hail the world's ſoul, and mine! More glad than is 
he teeming earth to ſee the long'd-for ſun 
'cep through the horns of the coeleſtial Ram, 

m I, to view thy ſplendor, dark'ning his; 
| j bat lying here, amongſt my other hoards, 
cw ſt like a flame by night, or like the day 
truck out of Chaos when all darkneſs fied 
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Unto the center. O thou ſon of Sol, 

(But brighter than my father) let me kiſs, 

3 With adoration, thee, and every relick 

Of ſacred treaſure in this bleſſed room. 

; Well did wiſe poets by thy glorious name 
Title that age which they would have the beſt; 
Thou being the beſt of things, and far tranſcending 
All ſtyle of joy, in children, parents, friends, 
Or any other waking dream on earth. 
Thy looks when they to Venus did aſcribe, 
They ſhould have given her twenty thouſand Cupids; 
Such are thy beauties and our loves! dear faint, 
Riches, the dumb God, that giv'ſt all men tongues, 
That can'ſt do naught, and yet mak'ſt men do all things; 
The price of ſouls; even hell, with thee to boot, 
Ts made worth heav'n. Thou art virtue, fame, 
Honour, and all things elſe. Who can get thee, 
He ſhall be noble, valiant, honeſt, wiſe — 

 Moſca. And what he will, Sir. Riches are in fortune 
A greater, good, than wiſdom is in nature. 
Volpone. True, my beloved Moſca. Yet I glory 

More in the cunning purchaſe of my wealth, 
Than in the glad poſſeſſion, ſince I gain 

No common way; I uſe no trade, no venture, 
J wound no earth with plow-ſhares, I fat no beaſts 
To feed the ſhambles: have no mills for iron, 
Oil, corn, or men, to grind 'em into powder: 
J blow no ſubtil glaſs, expoſe no ſhips | 
'To threatnings of the furrow-faced ſea ; 
J turn no monies in the public bank, 
Nor uſure private. Moſco. No, Sir, nor devour 
Soft prodigals. You ſhall ha' ſome will ſwallow 
A melting heir as glibly as your Dutch 
Will pills of butter, and ne'er purge for't ; 
Tear forth the fathers of poor families 
Out of their beds, and coffin them alive | 
In ſome kind claſping priſon, where their bones 
May be forth- coming, when the fleſh is rotten : 
But your ſweet nature doth abhor theſc courſes ; 
You lothe the widows or the orphans tears | 
Should waſh your pavements, or their piteous cries -- 
Ring in your roofs, and beat the air for vengeance. . 
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> Volpone. Right, Moſca, I do loath it. I/. And beſides, Sir, 
Fou are not like a threſher that doth ſtand | 
Wich a huge flail, watching a hcap of corn, 
And, hungry, dares not taſte the ſmalleſt grain, 
But feeds on wallows, and ſuch bitter herbs; 
Nor like the merchant, who hath fill'd his vaults 
Wich Romagnia, and rich Candian wines, 
vet drinks the lees of Lombards vinegar : 
2X You will not lie in ſtraw, whilſt moths and worms 
Feed on your ſumptuous hangings and ſoft beds: 
You know the uſe of riches, and dare give now 
From that bright heap, to me, your poor obſerver, 
Or to your dwarf, or your hermaphrodite, - 
Your eunuch, or what other houſhold trifle 
Your pleaſure allows maint'nance — Vol. Hold tlice, Moſca, 
Take of my hand; thou ſtrik'ſt on truth in all, 
And they are envious term thee paraſite, 
Call forth my dwarf, my eunuch, and my fool, 
And let em make me ſport. What ſhould 1 do, 
But cocker up my Genius, and live free 
To all delights my fortune calls me to ? 
I have no wife, no parent, child, ally, 
To give my ſubſtance to; but whom I make 
Muſt be my heir; and this makes men obſerve me: 
This draws new clients daily to my houſe, 
Women and men, of every ſex and age, 
That bring me preſents, ſend me plate, coin, jewels, 
With hope that when I die (which they expect 
Each greedy minute) it ſhall then return 
Ten-fold upon them; whilſt ſome, covetous 
above the reſt, ſee to engroſs me whole, 
nd counter-work the one unto the other, 
eontend in gifts, as they would ſeem in love: 
All which I ſuffer, playing with their hopes, 
nd am content to coin em into profit, 
nnd look upon their kindneſs and take more, 
ad look on that; ſtill bearing them in hand, 
etting the Cherry knock againſt their lips, 
id draw it by thals mouths, and back again. How now! 
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NANO, ANDROGYNO, CAS TRONE, 
VOLPONE, MOSCA. 


NO W room for freſh gameſters, who do will you to know, 
They do bring you neither play, nor univerſity ſhow ; 
© And therefor do entreat you, that whatſoever they rehearſe, 
May not fare a whit the worſe, for the falſe pace of the 
< verſe. 5 1 
© Tf you wonder at this, you will wonder more ere we paſs, ³ 
For know, here is inclos'd the ſoul of Pythagoras, 'Y 
© That juggler divine, as hereafter ſhall follow; —_ 
; Which foul (faſt and looſe, Sir) came firſt from Apollo, 
© And was breath'd into Ætbalides, Mercurius his ſon, 1 
Where it had the gift to remember all that ever was done. 
From thence it fled forth, and made quick tranſmigration, 
© Togoldy-lock'd Euphorbus, who was kill'd in good faſhion, 
At the ſiege of old Troy, by the cuckold of Sparta. C- 
* Hermotimus was next (I find it in my charta) 
© To whom it did paſs, where no ſooner it was miſſing, R# 
© But with one Pyrrhus of Delos it learn'd to go a fiſhing; 8 
£ And thence did it enter the ſophiſt of Greece. 3 
From Pythagore, ſhe went into a beautiful piece, 
* Hight Aſpaſia, the Meretrix ; and the next toſs of her 
© Was again of a whore, ſhe became a philoſopher, 
© Crates the Cynic, (as itſelf doth relate it) 9 
« Since kings, knights, and beggars, knaves, lords ang 
« fools gat it, E 
© Befides ox and aſs, camel, mule, goat, and brock, 
© In a}l which it hath ſpoke, as is the cobler's cock. 
© But I come not here to diſcourſe of that matter, 
Or his one, two, or three, or his great oath, By quater. 
© His muſics, his trigon, his golden thigh, 
Or his telling how elements ſhift ; but I 
* Would aſk, how of late thou haſt ſuffer'd tranſlation, 
© And ſhifted thy coat in theſe days of reformation ? 
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Androgyno. Like one of the reformed, a fool, as you ſee, 

Counting all old doctrine Hereſie. 

"ZE Nano. But not on thine own forbid meats haſt thou ventur'd ? 

Androgyno. On fiſh, when firſt a Carthuſian ienter'd. 

Nano. Why, then thy dogmatical filence hath left thee? | 

Androgyno. Of that an obſtreperous lawyer bereft me. 

Nano. O wonderful change! when Sir Lawyer forſook thee, 
For Pythagore's ſake, what body then took thee ? 

And. © A good dull Moyl. Nano. And how! by that means 

Thou wert brought to allow ot the eating of beans ? 


ow, And. Yes, Nano. But from the Moyl into whom didſt 
W 3 thou paſs? [“ an aſs; 
rſe, And. Into a very ſtrange beaſt, by ſome writers call'd 
the © By others a preciſe, pure, illuminate brother 
© Of thoſe devour fleſh, and ſometimes one another; 
aſs, And will drop you forth a libel, or a ſanctify'd lye ; 
© Betwixt every ſpoonful of a nativity-pie. 5 
Nano. Now quit thee, for heaven, of that profane nation, 
allo, * And gently report thy next tranſmigration. | 
And. To the ſame that I am. Nano. A creature of delight? 
dne. © And (what is more than a fool) an Hermaphrodite ? 
ion, Now prithee, ſweet ſoul, in all thy variation, 


* Which body would'ſt thou chooſe, to keep up thy ſtation ? 
Androgyno. Troth, this I am in: even here would I tarry. 
Nano. © Cauſe here the delight of each ſex thou canſt vary? 
Androgyno. Alas thoſe pleaſures be ſtale and forſaken; 
No, 'tis your fool wherewith I am ſo taken, 
© The only one creature that I can call bleſſed; 
Por all other forms I have prov'd moſt diſtreſſed. 
Nano. © Spoke true, as thou wert in Pythagoras ſtill. 
This learned opinion we celebrate will, 
Fellow eunuch (it behoves us) with all our wit and art, 
© © Todignify that whereof ourſelves are ſo great and ſpecia} 
* a part.“ | 
Volpone. Now, very, very pretty: Moſca, this 
Was thy invention? Moſca. If it pleaſe my patron, - 
Not elſe. Vol. It doth, good Moſca. Mo. Then it was, Sir, 
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My furs, and night-caps; my couch's changing: 
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Fools, they are the only nation 
Worth men's envy ar admiration ; 
Free from cure, or ſforrou- taking, 
Selves and others merry making : 
All they ſpeak or do is ſterling, 
"Your fool he is your great man's darling, 
And your ladies ſport and pleaſure : 
Tongue and hable are his treaſure, 
Een his face begetteth laughter, 
And he ſp caks truth free from ſlaughter. 
He's th: grace of ev'ry feaſt ; 
And ſrmetimes the chieſeſt gueſt ; 
Hath his trencher and his ſtool, 
When wit waits upon the fool. 
Ob, who would nt be | 
He, be, be? * 
| One knocks without. 
Volpone. Who's that? away, look, Maſca. 
Fool, be gone, tis Signior Voltore the advocate, 
T know him by his knock. Volpone. Fetch me my gown, 


And let him entertain himſelf a while 
Without i' th' gallery. Now, now my clients 
Begin their viſitation ! vulture, kite, 
Raven, gorcrow, all my birds of prey, 
That think me turning carcaſs, now they come: 
J am not for em yet. How now? the news? 
Moſca. A piece of plate, Sir, 
Vlpone. Of what bigneſs? Moſca. Huge, 
Maſſie, and antique, with your name inſcrib'd, 
And arms engraven. Volpone. Good! and not a fox 
Stretch'd on the carth, with fine deluſive flights, 
Mocking a gaping crow? ha? Moſca? Maſca. Sharp, Sir. 
Volpone. Give me my furs. Why doſt thou laugh ſo, man? 
Mejca. 1 cannot chooſe, Sir, when I apprehend 
What thoughts he has (without) now, as he walks: 
That this might be the laſt gift he ſhould give; 
That this would fetch you; if you died to-day, 


— 
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And gave him all, what he ſhould be to-morrow; 

What large return would come of all his venters; 

How he ſhould worſhipp'd be, and reverenc'd; 

ide with his furs, and foot- clothes; waited on 

y herds of fools, and clients; have clear way 

ade for his Moile, as letter'd as himfelf; 

"Mc call'd the great and learned advocate: 

d then concludes, there's nought impoſſible. 

Volpone. Yes, to be learned, Moſca. Moſca. O, no: rich 

plies it. Hood an aſs with reverend purple, 

o you can hide his two ambitious ears, 

nd he ſhall paſs for a cathedral doctor. 

Volpone. My caps, my caps, good Moſea ; fetch him in. 

Mofca. Stay, Sir, your ointment for your eyes. 

Volpone. That's true; 

WD patch, diſpatch ; I long to have poſſeſſion 

rc my new preſent. Moſca. That, and thouſands more, 

hope to ſee you lord of, Volpone. Thanks, kind Moſca. 

Moſca. And that, when J am loſt in blended duſt, 

d hundred ſuch as I am, in ſucceſſion — 

Volpone. Nay, that were too much. Mo/ca. 

Moſca. You ſhall live, 

ill, to delude theſe harpies. Volpone. Loving Moſca, 

is well, my pillow now, and let him enter, 

ſow, my fain'd cough, my phthiſick, and my gout, 

y Apoplexy, palſie, and catarhs, | 

elp with your forced functions, this my poſture, 

erein, this three year, I have milk'd their hopes. 
comes, I fear him (uh, uh, uh, uh) O. 
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MOSCA, VOL TORE, VOLPONE. 


Moſca. Y O U till are, what you were, Sir. Only you 
f all the reſt) are he, commands his love: 

d you do wiſely, to preſerve it thus, 

ith early viſitation, and kind notes 

your good meaning to him, which, I know, 

anot but come moſt grateful. Patron, Sir, 
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Here's Signior Voltore is come—Volpone. What ſay you? 
Moſca. Sir, Signior Voltore is come this morning 
To viſit you. Volp. I thank him. Mof. And hath brought 

A piece of antique plate, bought of St. Mark, 
With which he here preſents you. Volpone. He is welcome, 
Pray him to come more often. Moſca. Yes. ; 
Voltore. What ſays he ? 
Moſca. He thanks you, and defires you ſee him often. 
Volpone. Moſca. Moſca. My patron ! 
Volpone. Bring him near, where is he ? 
I long to feel his hand. Moſca. The plate is here, Sir. 
Voltore. How fare you, Sir? 
Volpone. I thank you; Signior Voltore. 
Where is the plate? mine eyes are bad. Voltore. I'm ſorry, 
To ſee you ſtill thus weak. Maſca. That he is not weaker, 
Volpone. You are too munificent. 
Voltore. No, Sir, would to heaven, 


I could as well give health to you, as that plate. And 
Volp. You give, Sir, what you can. Ithank you. Your love W Give 
Hath taſte in this, and ſhall not be un-anſwered, On e 
I pray you ſee me often. Voltore. Yes, I ſhall, Sir. He k 
Volpone. Be not far from me. And 
Moſca. Do you obſerve that, Sir? To h 
Volpone. Hearken unto me ſtill: it will concern you. So w. 
Moſca. You are a happy man, Sir, know your good. And 
Volpone. I cannot now laſt long | Lie ( 
(Moſca. You are his heir, Sir. Your 
Voltore. Am I?) Volpone. I feel me going, (uh, uh, ub, uh.) Who 

I am failing td my port, (uh, uh, uh, uh!) And 
And I am glad, I am ſo near my haven. PII f. 
Mofca. Alas, kind gentlemen, well, we muſt all go. © Whe 
Voltore. But Moſca.——Moſca. Age will conquer. Up te 
Voltore. *Pray thee, hear me. I bo 
Am I inſcrib'd his heir for certain? Moſca. Are you? Thin 
I do beſeech you, Sir, you will vouchſafe I ha” 
To write me i' your family. All my hopes M 
Depend upon your worſhip. I am loſt, Or ſe 
Except the riſing ſun do ſhine on me. III b 
Voltore. It ſhall both ſhine, and warm thee, Moſca. Put | 
Moſca. Sir, Com 

J am a man, that hath not done your love Here 


All the worſt offices: here I wear your keys, The 
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ce all your coffers, and your caſkets lockt, 
eep the poor inventory of your jewels, 
zht our plate and monies ; I'm your ſteward, Sir, 
uſband your goods here. Voltore. But am I ſole heir? 
ie, Moſca. Without a partner, Sir, confirm'd this morning; 
he wax 1s warm yet, and the ink ſcarce dry 
pon the parchment. Voltore. Happy, happy, me! 
6 By what good chance, ſweet Moſca : 
Moſca. Your deſert, Sir; 
know no ſecond cauſe. Voltore. Thy modeſty 
Is loth to know it; well, we ſhall requite it. 
Moſca. He ever lik'd your courſe, Sir; that firſt took him; 
I oft have heard him ſay, how he admir'd 
y. WMecn of your large profeſſion, that could ſpeak 
er. To every cauſe, and things mere contraries, 
Till they were hoarſe again, yet all be law; 
That, with moſt quick agility, could turn, 
And re-turng made knots, and undo them; 
Give forked counſel : take provoking gold 
On either hand, and put it up: theſe men, 
He knew, would thrive, with their humility. 
And (for his part) he thought, he ſhould be bleſt 
To have his heir of ſuch a ſuffering ſpirit, 
So wiſe, ſo grave, of ſo perplex'd a tongue, 
And loud withal, that could not wag, nor ſcarce 
Lie ſtill, without a fee ; when every word | 
Your worſhip but lets fall, is a Chechine! [Another knocks, 
) & Who's that? one knocks, I would not have = ſeen, Sir 
And yet pretend you came, and went in haſte; 
Ill faſhion an excuſe. And, gentle Sir, 
- & When you do come to ſwim, in golden lard, 
Up to the arms in honey, that your chin 
Is born up ſtiff, with fatneſs of the flood, 
Think on your vaſlal ; but remember me: 
I ha* not been your worſt of clients. Foltore. Meſca. 
Moſca. When will you have your inventory brought, Sir) 
Or ſee a copy of the will? (anon) 
I'll bring them to you, Sir. Away, be gone. 
Put buſineſs i' your face. Volpone. Excellent Moſca ! 
Come hither, let me kiſs thee. Maſca. Keep you ſtill, Sir. 
Here is Corbaccio. Volpone. Set the plate away, 
The vulture's gone, and the old raven's come. 
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SCENE IV. 


MOS CA, CORB AC CIO, VOLPONE, 
Moſca. BET AK E you to your ſilence and your ſlecp: 
Stand there and . 4 Now, ſhall we fee | 
A wretch who is (inde) more impotent, 
Than this can fain to be; yet hopes to hop 
Over his grave. Signior Corbaccio / 
You're very welcome, Sir. 
Corbaccio. How does your patron ? 
Moſca. Troth, as he did, Sir; no amends. 
Corbaccio. What? mends he? | 
Moefca. No, Sir: he is rather worſe 
Corbaccio. That's well. Where is he? 
Maſca. Upon his couch, Sir, newly fall'n to ſleep, 
Corbaccio. Does he ſleep well? 1 
Moſca. No wink, Sir, all this night, 
Nor yeſterday; but flumbers. 
Corbaccio. Good! he ſhall take | 
Some counſel of phyſicians : I have brought him 
An opiate here, from mine own doctor 
* "= 420 He will not hear of drugs., 
Corbaccio. Why? I myſelf 
Stood by, while 'twas made, ſaw all th' ingredients; 
And know, it cannot but moſt gently work. 
My life for his, tis but to make him ſleep. 
'  Volpone, I, his laſt ſleep, if he would take it. Moſco. Sir, 


He has no faith in phyſic. Corbaccio. Say you, ſay you? | 


Moſca, He has no faith in phyſic : he does think 
Moſt of your doctors are the greater danger, 
And worſe diſeaſe, t'eſcape. I often have 
Heard him proteſt, thatyour phyſician | 
Should never be his heit. Corbaccio. Not J his heir? 
Moſca. Not your phyſician, Sir. Corbaccio. O, no, no, no, 
I do not mean it. Mſca. No, Sir, nor their fees 


ep: 


Sir, 


no, 
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He cantiot brook : he fays they flea a man, 
Before they kill him. Corbaccio. Right, I do conceive you. 
Moſca. And then, they do it by experiment; 
For which the law not only doth abſolve em, 
But gives them great reward: and he is loth | 
To hire his death, ſo. Corbaccio. It is true, they kill, 
With as much lieence, as a judge. Moſca. Nay, more; 
For he but kills, Sir, where the law condemns, ö 
And theſe can kill him too. Corbaccio. I, or me; 
Or any. man. How does his apoplex? 
Is that ſtrong on him ſtill? Moſca. Moſt violent. 
His ſpeech is broken, and his eyes are ſet, 
His face drawn longer, than twas wont 
Corbacciv. How ? how? 
Stronger, than he was wont? Moſca. No, Sir : his face 
Drawn longer than 'twas wont. Corbaccio. O, good. 
Moſca. Mis mouth | 
Is ever ga ping, and his eye-lids hang. Corbaccio. Good. 
Moſca. A freezing numneſs ſtiffens all his joints, 
And makes the colour of his fleſh like lead. 
Corbaccio. Tis good. 
Moſca. His pulſe beats ſlow, and dull. 
Corbaccio. Good ſymptoms ſtill. 
Mofca. And from his brain 
(Corbaccio. I conceive you, good.) 
Moſca. Flows a cold — with a continual rhume, 
Forth the reſolved corners of his eyes. | 
Corbaccio. Is't poſſible? Yet I am better, ha! 
How does he, with the ſwimming of his head ? 
Moſca. O, Sir, tis paſt the Scotomy ; he now, 


Hath loſt his feeling, and hath left to ſnort : 


You hardly can perceive him, that he breathes. 
Corbaccio. Excellent, excellent, ſure I ſhall out-laſt him: 
This makes me young again, a ſcore of years. 
Moſca. IT was a coming for you, Sir. 
Corbaccio. Has he made his will? [ha ? 
What has he giv'n me? Moſca. No, Sir. Corbaccio. Nothing ? 
Moſca. He has not made his will, Sir. Corbaccio. Oh, oh, 
What then did Voltore, the lawyer, here ? (oh. 
Moſca. He ſmelt a carcaſe, Sir, when he but heard 
My maſter was about his teſtament; | 
As I did urge him to it, for your good 
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Corbaccio. He came unto him, did he? I thought ſo. 
Moſca. Yes, and preſented him this piece of plate. 
Corbaccio. To be nis heir? 
Moſca. I do not know, Sir. Corbaccio. True, 
I owit too. Moſca. By your own ſcale, Sir. 
Corbaccio. Well, 
J ſhall prevent him, yet. See Moſca, look, 
Here, I have brought a bag of bright Cecchines, 
Will quite weigh down his plate: 
Moſca. Yea, marry, Sir. . 
This is true phyſic, this your ſacred medicine; 
No talk of opiates, to this great elixir. 
Corbaccio. Tis aurum pulpabiley if not potabile. 
It ſhall be miniſter'd to him. Moſca. In his bowl? 
Corbaccio. I, do, do, do. Moſca. Moſt bleſſed cordial! 
This will recover him. Corbaccio. Yes, do, do, do. 
Moſca. I think it were not beſt, Sir. | 
Corbaccio. What? Moſca. To recover him. 
Corbaccio. O, no, no, no; by no means. 
Maſca. Why, Sir, this 
Will work ſome ſtrange effect, if he but feel it. 
Corbaccio. Tis true, therefor forbear. III take my venture: 
Give me't again. Moſca. At no hand; pardon me; 
You ſhall not do yourſelf that wrong, Sir, I 
Will fo adviſe you, you ſhall have it all. 5 
Corbaccio. How ? — 9 
Mofca. All, Sir, tis your right, your own; no man 
Can claim a part: tis yours, without a rival, 
Decreed by deſtiny. Corbaccio. How! how, good Moſca? ; 
Maſca. I'll tell you, Sir. This fit he ſhall recover; 
Corbaccio. I conceive you. 93 , 
Myoſca. And, on firſt advantage 
Of his gain'd ſenſe, will I re-mportune him 
Unto the making of his teſtament; | 
And ſhew him this. Corbaccio. Good, good. 
Mofca. Tis better yet. 
If you will hear, Sir. Corbaccis. Tes, KS all my heart. 
Maſca. Now, would Icounſel you, make home with ſpeed; 
There frame a will; whereto you ſhall inſcribe 
My maſter your ſole heir. Corbaccio. And difinherit 
My ſon? Moſca. O, Sir, the better: for that colour 
Shall make it much more taking. Corbaccio. O, but colour? 
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Moſea. This will, Sir, you ſhall ſend it unto me. 
F ave (as I will do) 
Your cares, your watchings, and your many prayers, 
Your more than many gitts, your this day's preſent, 
And laſt, produce your will; where (without thought, 
Or leaſt regard, unto your proper iſſue, | 
A ſon ſo brave, and highly meriting) 
The ſtream of your diverted love hath thrown you 
Upon my maſter, and made him your hear ; 
He cannot be ſo ſtupid, or ſtone-dead, 
But out of conſcienee, and meer gratitude — 
Corbaccio. He muſt pronounce me his? 
Moſca. *Tis true. Corbaccio. This plot 
Did I think on before. Moſca. I do believe it. 
Corbaccio. Do you not believe it? Moſca. Yes, Sir. 
Corbaccio. Mine own project. 
Moſca. Which when he hath done, Sir 
Corbaccio. Publiſhed me his heir? | | 
Maſca. And you ſo certain, to ſurvive him 
Corbaccio. I. | 
Maſca. Being ſo luſty a man— Corbaccio. Tis true. 
Moſca. Yes, Sir 
Corbaccio. I thought on that too. See, how he ſhould be 
The very organ to expreſs my thoughts! | 
Moſca. You have not only done yourſelf a good 
Corbaccio. But multiply'd it on my ſon. Moſca.” Tis right, Sir. 
Corbaccio. Still my invention. Maſca. Las, Sir, heaven knows, * 
Tt hath been all my ſtudy, all my care, 
(I cen grow grey withal) how to work things — 
Corbaccio. I do conceive, ſweet Moſca. Moſca. You are he, 
For whom I labour, here. Corbaccio. I, do, do, do: 
I'll ſtreight about it. Moſca. Rook go with you, raven. 
Corbaccio. 1 know thee honeſt. 
Moſca. You do lie, Sir Corbaccio. And — 
Moſca. Your knowlege is no better than your ears, Sir. 
Corbaccio. I do not doubt, to be a father to thee. 
Maſca. Nor I to gull my brother of his bleſſing, 
Corbaccio. I may ha'my youth reſtor'd to me, why not? 
Mofca. Your worſhip is a precious aſs | 
Corbaccio. What ſay'ſt thou? 


Maſca. IT do deſire your worſhip to make haſte, Sir. 
Corbaccio, Tis done, tis done, I go. Volpone. O, I ſhall burſt : 
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Let out my ſides, let out my fides Moſca. Contain 
Your flux of laughter, Sir; you know, this hope 
Is ſuch a bait, it covers any hook. 
Volpone. O, but thy working, and thy placing it! 
JI cannot hold; good raſcal, let me kiſs thee : 
I never knew thee in ſo rare a humour. 
Moſca. Alas, Sir, I but do as I am taught; 
Follow your grave inſtructions; give em words; 
Pour oil into their ears: and ſend them hence. 
Volpone. *Tis true, tis true. What a rare puniſhment 
Is avarice to itſelf? Moſca. I, with our help, Sir. 
Volpone. So many cares, ſo many maladies, 
So many fears attending an old age, | 
Yea, death ſo often call'd on, as no wiſh 
Can be more frequent with 'em, their limbs faint, 
Their ſenſes dull, their ſeeing, hearing, going, 
All dead before them; Vea, Vole ver oth, 
Their inſtruments of eating, failing the 
Yet this is reckon'd life! nay, here was _ 
Is now gone home, that withis to live longer ! 
Feels n6t his gout, nor palſie, fains himſelf 
Younger, by ſcores of years, flatters his age, 
With confident belying it, hopes he may 
With charms like Zſon, have his youth reſtor'd : 
And with theſe thoughts ſo battens, as if fate 
Would be as eaſily cheated on, as he, 
And all turns air! Who's that there now? a third ? 
[ Another knocks, 
Moſca. Cloſe, to your couch again: I hear his voice. 
It is Corvino, our ſpruce merchant. Volpone. Dead. 
Moſca. Another bout, Sir, with your eyes. Who's there! 
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| Moſca. STGNIOR Corvino! Come moſt wiſh'd for! 0, 
How happy were you, if you knew it, now! 

Corvino. Why? What? Wherein ? 

Meſca. The tardy hour is come, Sir. 
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Corvino. He is not dead? Meſca, Not dead, Sir, but as good; 
e knows no man. Corvino. How ſhall I do then ? 
Mofca. Why, Sir? 
Corvino. 1 — brought him here a pearl. 
Moſca. Perhaps he has 
zo much remembrance left, as to know you, Sir; 
e ſtill calls on you; nothing but your name 
s in his mouth: is your pearl orient, Sir? 
Corvino. Venice was never owner of the like. 
Volpone. Signior Cervino. Maſca. Hark. 
Volpone. Signior Corvino, 
Moſca. He calls you, ſtep and give it him. He's Wa Sir, 
Ind he has brought you a rich pearl. | 
Corvino. How do you, Sir ? . 
Tell him, it doubles the twelfth Caraf. Moſca. Sir, 
Te cannot underſtand, his hearing's gone; 
Ind yet it comforts him to ſee you Corvino. Say, 
have a diamond for him, too. Moſca. Beſt ſhew't, Sir, 
Put it into his hand; 'tis only there 
e apprehends, he has his feeling, yet. 
e how he graſps it? Corvino. Las, good gentleman! 
ow pitiful the ſight is! Moſca. Tut, forget, Sir, 
The weeping of an heir ſhould ſtill be laughter, 
nder a viſor. Corvino. Why? Am I his heir? 
Moſca. Sir, I am ſworn, I may not ſhow the will. 
Till he be dead: but, here has been Corbaccia, 
ere has been Voltore, here were others too, 
cannot number em, they were ſo many; 
All gaping here for legacies; but I 
Taking the vantage of his naming you, 
Signior Corvino, Sigmor Corvino) took 
Paper, and pen, and ink, and there I aſk'd him, 
Vhom he would have his heir? Corvino. Who 
Should be executor? Corvino. And 
o any queſtion he was filent to, 
T ſtill interpreted the nods he made 
Through weakneſs) for conſent: and ſent home th' others, 
Nothing Hy gray: them, but to cry, and curſe. 
Corvino. O, my dear Moſca. Does he not perceive us ? 
[ They embrace. 
Moſca. No more than a blind harper. He knows no man, 
o face of friend, nor name of any ſervant, 


22 VOL PONE: On 


Who't was that fed him laſt, or gave him drink: 

Not thoſe, he hath begotten, or brought up, 

Can he remember. Corvino. Has he children ? 
Moſca. Baſtards, 

Some dozen, or more, that he begot on beggars, 

Gypſies, and Jews, and Black-a-moors, when he was drunk, 

Knew you not that, Sir? Tis the common fable. 

The dwarf, the fool, the eunuch are all his; 

He's the true father of his family, - 

In all, fave me: but he has giv'n em nothing. |: 

Corvino. That's well, that's well. Art ſure he does not 
hear us ? 
Maſca. Sure, Sir? Why, look you, credit your own ſenſe. 

The pox approach, and add to ee di ſeaſes, 

If it would ſend you hence the ſooner, Sir, 

For your incontinence, it hath deſerv'd it 
Throughly, and throughly, and the plague to boot. 

(You may come near, Sir) would you would once cloſe 
Thoſe filthy eyes of yours; that flow with flime, 

Like two frog pits; and thoſe ſame hanging cheeks, 

Cover'd with hide, inſtead of ſkin: nay, help, Sir, 
That look like. frozen diſh-clouts ſet on end. 

* Corvino. Or, like an old ſmok'd wall, on which the rain 
Ran down in ſtreaks. Moſca. Excellent, Sir, ſpeak out; 
You may be louder yet: a culverin, 

Diſcharged in his ear, would hardly bore it. 
Corvino. His noſe is like a common ſewer, ſtill running, Mo 
Moſca. *Tis good! And, what his mouth? | wy 
Corvino. A very draught. 
Moſca. O, ſtop it up. — Corvino. By no means. 
Moſca. Pray you let me. 5 * 
Faith I could pd e him rarely, with a pillow, 
As well as any woman that ſhould keep him. | 
Corvino. Do as you will, but I'll be gone. Maſca. Be ſo; 
It-is your preſence makes him laſt ſo long. 
Corvino. Ipray you uſe no violence. Maſca. No, Sir? why? 't 
Why ſhould you be thus ſcrupulous ? Pray you, Sir. h 
Corvino. Nay, at your diſcretion. Moſca. Well, good Mn: 
Sir, be gone. | | EE 
Corvino. I will not trouble him now, to take my pearl. ne 
-» Mefco. Pub, nor your diamond. What a needleſs care rig 
Is this aſſli æs you? Is not all here yours? 
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un not I here? whom you have made your creature? 

hat owe my being to you? Cervino. Grateful Moſca! 
Thou art my friend, my fellow, my companion, 

y partner, and ſhalt ſhare in all my fortunes. 

Maſca. Excepting one. Cervino. What's that? 

Moſca. Your gallant wife, Sir. n 

ow he is gone: we had no other means 

To ſhoot him hence, but this. Volpone. My divine Moſca! 
hou haſt to- day out- gone thyſelf, Who's there? 
[Another knocks, 
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will be troubled with no more. Prepare 

e muſic, dances, banquets, all delights; 

he Turk is not more ſenſual in his pleaſures, 

han will Volpone. Let me ſee, a pearl? 

diamond] plate! Cechines? good morning's purchaſe; 

Vhy, this is better than rob-churches, yet: 

dr fat, by eating (once a month) a man. 

Vho is't. Meſca. The beauteous lady Would-be, Sir, 
ife to the Englith knight, Sir Politic Would-be, 

This is the ſtile, Sir, is directed me) 

ath ſent to know, how you hath ſlept to- night, 

And if you would be viſited. Volpone. Not, now. 

ome three hours hence. | 

Moſra. I told the ſquire ſo much. 

Volpone. When Lam high with mirth, and wine: then, then; 

Fore heaven, I wonder at the deſperate valour 

df the bold Engliſh, that they dare let looſe 

Their wives to all encounters! Moſca. Sir, this knight 
ad not his name for nothing, he is politic, 

ind knows, howe'er his wife affect ſtrange airs, 

he hath not yet the face to be diſhoneſt : 

ut had ſhe Signior Corvino's wife's face 
Volpone, Has ſhe ſorare a face? Moſca. O, Sir, the wonder, 

he blazing ſtar of Italy! a wench . | 

D the firſt year! a beauty ripe as harveſt! 

Vhoſe ſkin is whiter than a ſwan all over! 

Chan ſilver, ſnow, or lilies! A ſoft lip, 

ould tempt you to eternity of kiſſing! . 

nd fleſh that melteth in the touch to blood | 

right as your gold, and lovely as your gold! 

Volpone. Why had not I known this before? 

Myfca. Alas, Sir, = Myſelf but yeſterday diſcover'd it. 
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Volpone. How might I ſee her? Moſca. O, not poſſible: 
She's kept as warily as is your gold, | = 
Never does come absoad, never takes air, 
But at a window. All her looks are ſweet, 
As the firſt grapes or cherries, and are watch'd 
As near as they are. Volpone. I muſt ſee her — 
Mieſca. Sir, 
There is a guard of ten ſpies thick upon her, 
All his whole houſhold; each of which is ſet 
Upon his fellow, and have all their charge ! 
When he goes out, when he comes in, examin'd. 
Volpone. I will go ſee her, though but at her window. 
Maſca. In ſome diſguiſe then. Volpone. That is true: Imuſt 
Maintain mine own ſhape ſtill the ſame: we'll think. 


ACT H SCENE L 
POLITIC WOULD-BE, PEREGRINE, 


Politic. IR, to a wiſe man all the world's his ſoil: 
, It is not Italy, nor France, nor Europe, 
That muſt bound me, if my fates call me forth. 
Yet, I proteſt, it is no ſalt defire 
Of ſecing countries, ſhifting a religion, 
Nor any diſaffection to the ſtate 
Where I was bred (and unto which I owe 
My deareſt plots) hath brought me out ; much leſs 
That idle, antic, ſtale, grey-headed project 
Of knowing men's minds and manners, with Ulyſſes : 
But a peculiar humour of my wife's, 
Laid for this height of Venice, to obſerve, 
To quote, to learn the language, and ſo forth 
I hope you travel, Sir, with licence — How long, Sir, 
Since you left England? Peregrine. Seven weeks. Politic. So 
You ha'not been with my lord ambaſſador ? [lately! 
Peregrine. Not yet, Sir. 
Politic. Pray you, what news, Sir, vents your climate ? 
I beard laſt night a moſt ſtrange thing reported 
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By ſome of my lord's followers, and 1 long 

To hear how 'twill be ſeconded. Peregrine. What was't, Six ? 
Politic. Marry, Sir, of a raven that ſhould build 

In a ſhip-royal of the king's. Peregrines This fellow 

Does he gull me, trow? or is gull'd? your name, Sir? 
Politic. My name 1s Politic Would-be. 

Peregrine. O, that ſpeaks him. A knight, Sir? 
Politic. A poor knight, Sir. Peregrine. Your lady 

Lies here in Venice, for intelligence 

Of tires, and faſhions, and behaviour, 

Among the courtezans The Fine Lady Would-be. 
Politic. Yes, Sir, the ſpider and the bee oft-times 

Suck from one flower. Peregrine. Good Sir Politic, 

I cry you mercy : I have heard much of you: 

Tis true, Sir, of your raven. Politic. On your knowlege ? 
Peregrine. Yes, and your lions whelping in the tower. 
Politic. Another whelp! | 
Peregrine. Another, Sir. Politic. Now, heaven! 

What prodigies be theſe? The fires at Berwick! 

And the new ſtar! theſe things concurring, ſtrange! 

And full of omen] Saw you theſe meteors ? | 
Peregrine. I did, Sir. 

Politic. Fearful! pray you, Sir, confirm me, 

Were there three porpoiſes ſeen above the bridge, 

As they give out? Peregrine. Nay, Sir, be not ſoz 

TII ol Ns a greater prodigy than theſe —— 

Politic. What ſhould theſe things portend! 
Peregrine. The very day, 

(Let me be ſure) that I put forth from London, 

There was a whale diſcover'd in the river, 

As high as Woolwich, that had waited there 

(Few know how many months) for the ſubverſion 

Of the Stode-fleet. Politic. Is't poſſible ? Believe it, 

"Twas either ſent from Spain, or the Archduke's! 

Spinola's whale, upon my life, upon my credit! 

Will they not leave theſe projects? Worthy Sir, 

Some other news. Peregrine. Faith, Stone the fool is dead, 

And they do lack a tavern fool extremely. 

Politic. Is Maſs Stone dead ? 
Peregrine. He's dead, Sir; why? I hope 
You thought him not immortal? O, this knight 
(Were he well known) would be a precious thing 
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To fit our Engliſh ſtage : he that would write 
But ſuch a fellow, ſhould be thought to feign 
Extremely, if not maliciouſly. Politic. Stone dead! 
Peregrine. Dead. Lord! how deeply, Sir, you apprehend it ? 
He was no kinſman to you? Politic. That I know of. 
Well! that ſame fellow was an unknown fool. 
Peregrine. And yet you knew him, it ſeems ? Politic. Idid ſo, 
I knew him one of the moſt dangerous heads [ Sir, 
Living within the ſtate, and ſo 1 held him. 
Peregrine. Indeed, Sir? Politic. While he liv'd, in action, 
He has receiv'd weekly intelligence, 
Upon my knowlege, out of the Low Countries, 
(For all parts of the world) in cabbages; 
And thoſe diſpens'd again to ambaſladors, 
In oranges, muſk-melons, apricots; 
Lemons, Pomecitrons, and ſuch like; ſometimes 
In Colcheſter oyſters, and your Selſey cockles. 
Peregrine. You make me wonder ! 
Politic. Sir, upon _ knowlege. 
Nay, I have obſerv'd him, at your public ordinary, 
Tale his advertiſement from — 0- 
(A conceal'd ſtateſman) in a trencher of meat; 
And inſtantly, before the meal was done, 
Convey an anſwer in a tooth- pick. Peregrine. Strange! 
How could this be, Sir? Politic. Why, the meat was cut 
So like his character, and ſo laid, as he 
Muſt eafily read the cypher. Peregrine. I have heard, 
He could not ready, Sir. Politic. So 'twas giv'n out 
(In polity). by thoſe that did employ him : 
But he could read, and had your languages, 
And to't, as ſound a noddle—Peregrine. I have heard, Sir; 
That your Babiouns were ſpies, and that they were 
A kind of ſubtle nation, near China. 
Politic. I, I, your Mamuluchi. Faith, they had 
Their hand in a French plot or two; but they 
Were ſo extremely given to women, as 
They made diſcovery of all: yet I 
Had my advices here (on Wedneſday laſt) 
From one of their own coat, they were return'd, 
Made their relations (as the faſhion 1s) 
And now ſtand fair for freſh employment. Peregrine. n 
This Sir Politic will __ 3 of nothing. 
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Tt ſeems, Sir, you know all? Politic. Not at all, Sir: but 
I have ſome general notions : I do love | 
To note, and to obſerve; though I live out 
Free from the active torrent, yet I'ld mark 
The currents and the paſſages of things 
For mine own private uſe; and know the ebbs 
And flows of ſtate. Peregrine. Believe it, Sir, I hold 
Myſelf in no ſmall tie upon my fortunes, 

For caſting me thus luckily upon you, 
Whoſe knowlege (if your bounty equal it) 
May do me great aſſiſtance, in inſtruction - 
For my behaviour, and my bearing, which 
Is yet ſo rude and raw— Politic. Why, came you forth 
Empty of rules, for travail? Peregrine. Faith, I had 
Some common ones, from out the vulgar grammar, 
Which he, that cried Italian to me, taught me. 
Politic. Why, this it is, that ſpoils all our brave bloods, 
Truſting our hopeful gentry unto pedants, 
Fellows of out- ſide, and mere bark. You ſeem 
To be a gentleman, of ingenious race 
J not profeſs it, but my fate hath been 
To be where I have been conſulted with, 
In this high kind, touching ſome great mens ſons, 
Perſons of blood and honour Peregrine. Who be 
theſe, Sir ? 
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UNDER that window, there't muſt be. The ſame. 

Politic. Fellows, to mount a bank! did your inſtructer 
In the dear tongues, never diſcourſe to you [ Why, 
Of the Italian mountebanks ? Peregrine. Yes, Sir. Politic. 
Here ſhall you ſee one. Peregrine. They are quack-ſalvers, 
Fellows, that live by venting oils and drugs. | 

Politic. Was that the character he gave you of them? 

Peregrine. As I remember. Politic. Pity his ignorance, 
They are the only knowing men of Europe 
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Great general ſcholars, excellent phyſicians, 
_ Moft admir'd ſtateſmen, profeſt favourites, 
And cabinet counſelors to the greateſt princes ! 
The only languag'd men of all the world! 
Peregrine. And, I have heard, they are moſt lewd impoſtors; 
Made all of terms and ſhreds; no leſs belyers 
Of great mens favours, than their own vile med'cines; 
Which they will utter upon monſtrous oaths : 
Selling that drug, for two-pence, ere they part, 
Which they have valu'd at twelve crowns before. 
Politic. Sir, calumnies are anſwer'd beſt with filence : 
Yourſelf ſhall judge. Who is it mounts, my friends ? 
Maſca. Scoto of Mantua, Sir. Politic. Is't he? nay, then 
I'll proudly promiſe, Sir, you ſhall behold | 
Another man than has been phant'ſied to you. ar 
I wonder, yet, that he ſhould mount his hank: _— 
Here in this nook, that has been wont t' appear | 
In face of the Piazza! here, he comes. 8 
Volpone. Mount, Zany. Grege. Follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow. | 4 
Politic. See how the people follow him! he's a man 
May write ro, ooo crowns in bank here. Note, : 
Mark but his geſture: I do uſe to obſerve [Sir. 
The ſtate he keeps, in getting up! Peregrine. Tis worth it, 
Volpone. Moſt noble Gent. and my worthy patrons, it WW 1 
may ſeem ſtrange, that I, your Scoto Mantuano, who was | 
ever wont to fix my bank in face of the public Piazza, near | 
the ſhelter of the Portico, to the Pracuratia, ſhould now (af- Wo: 
ter eight months abſence, from this illuſtrious city of Ve- Mie 
nice) humbly retire my ſelf, into an obſcure nook of the 
Piazza.” : | [ Sir. 
Politic. Did not I, now, object the ſame! Peregrine. Peace, 
Volpone. Let me tell you: I am not (as your Lombard 0 
proverb ſaith) cold on my feet; or content to part with my re 
commodities at a cheaper rate, than I accuſtomed : look not 
for it. Nor that the calumnious reports of that unpudent þ 
detractor, and ſhame to our profeſhon, (Algſandro Buttone, 
I mean) who gave out in public, I was condemn'd a Syor- ee. 
zato to the galleys, for poiſoning the cardinal Bembo's —— 
cook, hath at all attached, much leſs dejected me. No, no, 
worthy Gent. (to tell you true) I cannot endure to ſee the 
rabble of theſe ground Giariitani, that ſpread their cloaks on 
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e pavement, as if they meant to do feats of — and 
en come in lamely, with their mouldy tales out of Bocca- 
o, like ſtale Tabarine, the fabuliſt : ſome of them diſcourſ- 
ag their travels, and of their tedious captivity in the Turks 
$alleys, when indeed (were the truth known) they were the 
hriſtians galleys, where very temperately they cat bread, 
nd drunk water, as a wholeſome penance (enjoined them 
y their confeſſors,) for baſe pilferies.“ 
Politic. Note but his bearing, and contempt of theſe. 
oIpone. ** Theſe-turdy-facy-naſty-paty-lofte-farticalrogues, 
ith one poor groatſworth of unprepar'd Antimony, fine} 
Trapt up in ſeveral Scartoccios, are able, very well, to kill 
eir twenty a week, and play; yet, theſe meager ſtarv'd 
pirits, who have half ſtopt the organs of their minds with 
arthly oppilations, want not their favourers among your 
rived, ſallad-eating artizans; who are overjoy'd, that 
cy may have their half-pe'rth of phyfic, tho' it purge em 
ato another world, it makes no matter.“ 

Politic. Excellent! ha“ you heard better language, Sir? 
Volpone. Well, let 'em go. And gentlemen, honour- 
ble gentlemen, know, that for this time, our bank, being 
us remov'd from the elamours of the Canaglia, ſhall he the 
ene of pleaſure and delight: for, I have nothing to ſell, 
ttle or nothing to ſell.” [ Sir, 
Politic. 1 told you, Sir, his end. Peregrine. You did fo, 
Volpone. I proteſt, I and my fix ſervants are not able to 


rs; 


hen 


near {ſake of this precious liquor, fo faſt, as it is fetch'd away 
(af- om my lodging by gentlemen of your city; ftrangers of 
Ve- ie Terraferma ; worthipful merchants; I, and fenato 
the o; who, ever fince my arrival, have detained me to 

[Sir. ſes, by their ſplendidous liberalities. And worthily. For, 
ace, hat avails your rich man to have his magazines ſtuft with 
ward oſcadelly, or of the pureſt grape, when his phyſicians 
1 my Preſcribe him (on pain of death) to drink nothing but wa- 
not 


T, cocted with aniſeeds? O, health! health! the bleſſing 
f the rich! the riches of the poor! who can buy thee at too 
ear a rate, ſince there is no enjoying this world without 
hee ? Be not then ſo ſparing of your purſes, honourable 
entlemen, as to abrige the natural courſe of life——” 

Peregrine. You ſee his end? Politic. I, is't not good? 

Volpone. For, when a humid flux, or catarrh, by the 
autability of air, falls from your head into an arm or 
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ſhoulder, or any other part; take you a duckat, or cecchine 
of gold, and apply to the place affected; ſee what good ef- 
fect it can work. No, no, tis this bleſſed Unguento, this 
rare extraction, that hath only power to Hifperts all malig- 
nant humours, that proceed, either of hot, cold, moiſt, or 
windy cauſes 25 
Peregrine. I would he had put in dry too. Politic. Pray 
you, obſerve. Volpone. To fortify the moſt indigeſt and Why 
crude ſtomach, I, were it of one that (through extream 
weakneſs) vomited blood, applying only a warm napkin to 
the place, after the unction and fricace ; ; for the Vertigine, 
in the head, putting but a drop into your noſtrils, likewiſe] 
behind the ears; a moſt ſovereign and approved remedy: 
the Mal-caduco, cramps, convulſions, paralyſies, epilepſics, 
Tremor-cordia, retired nerves, ill vapours of the ſpleen, 
ſtopping. of the liver, the ſtone, the ſtrangury, Hemia ven- 
toſa, iliacca paſſio ; ſtops a diſenteria immediately; eaſeth the 
torſion of the ſmall guts; and cures Melancholia Hypocondri. 
aca, being taken and applyed, according to my printed re- 
ceipt. For, this is the phyſician, this 1s the medicine; this 
Pointe 0 counſels, this cures; this gives the direction, 
his bill A J. this works the effect: and (in ſum) both toge · 
| his bf, ther may be term'd an abſtract of the theorie 
8 and practice in the Aſculapian art. Twill colt 
ou eight crovns. And, Zan Fritada, pr'ythee ing a verſc i 
in honour of it. ; 
Politic. How do you like him, Sir ! Peregrine. Moſt 
ſtrangely, I! f 
Politic. Is not his language rare? Peregrine. But Alchiny, 
T never heard the lieg r Brourghton's books. 


S O N G. 

Had old Hippocrates or Galen, 
( That to their books put medicines all in) 
But known this ſecret, they bad never 
(Of which they will be guilty ever) 
Been murderers of ſo much paper, 
Or waſted many a burtleſs taper ; 
No Indian drug had e' er been famed, 
Tobacco, Saflafras not named ; 
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Ne yet, of Guacum one ſmall ſtick, Sir, 
Nor Raymund Lullie's great elixir. 

Ne had been known, the Daniſh Gonſwart, 
Or Paracelſus, with his long ſword. 


<chine 
od ef- 
„ this 
nalig- 
ſt, or 
Peregrine. All this, yet, will not do; eight crowns 1s high. 
Volpone. No more, gentlemen, if I had but time to diſ- 
durſe to you the miraculods effects of this my oyl, ſurnam- 


Pray 
ſt and 


tream Oglio del Scoto ; with the countleſs catalogue of thoſe I 
KIN to Wave cur'd of th' aforeſaid, and many more diſeaſes; the 
gine, Wtents and privileges of all the princes and commonwealths 
ewiſe BF Chriſtendom; or but the diſpoſitions of thoſe that appear'd 
1edy; my part, before the Signiory of the Sanita, and moſt learn- 
pſies, 4 of phyſicians; where I was authorized, upon no- 


leen, e taken of the admirable virtues of my medicaments, and 


ven. Wine own excellency, in matter of rare and unknown ſe- 
ch the ets, not only to diſperſe them publicly in this famous ci- 
_ HF, but in all the territories, that happily joy under the go- 
d re- 


ernment of the moſt pious and magnificent ſtates of Italy. 
ut may ſome other gallant fellow ſay, O, there be divers 
at make profeſſion to have as good, and as experimented 


this 
tion, 


toge- ¶ Eceipts as yours: indeed, very many have aſſay d, like apes 
cor n imitation of that, which is really and eſſentially in me, 
1 colt h make of this oyl; beſtow'd great coſt, in furnaces, ſtills, 
verſc lembecks, continual fires, and preparation of the ingredi- 


nts, (as indeed there goes to it ſix hundred ſeveral ſimples, 
eſides ſome quantity of human fat, for the conglutination, 
hich we buy of the anatomiſts;) but, when theſe practiti- 
ners come to the laſt decoction, blow, blow, puff, puff, 

d all flies in Fumo ha, ha, ha, poor wretches! I rather 
ity their folly and indiſcretion, than their loſs of time and 
*, for thoſe may be recovered by induſtry: but to be 
fool born, is a diſeaſe incurable. For myſelf, I always 
om my youth have endeavour'd to get the rareſt ſecrets, 
nd book them, either in exchange or for money: I ſpared 
zot coſt nor labour, where any thing was worthy to be 
earned. And gentlemen, honoured gentlemen, I under- 
ake (by virtue of chymical art) out of the honourable hat 
hat covers your head, to extract the four elements; that is 
o ſay, the fire, air, water, and earth, and return you your 
elt without burn or ſtain. For, whilſt others have been at 
he Ballgo, I have been at my book: and am now at the 


Moſt | 


himy, 


1 
1 
| 
1 
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nour and reputation. 


Some three - pence i th whole, for that twill come to. one 


craggy paths of ſtudy, and come to the flowery plains of h 


57 


Politic. I do aſſure you, Sir, that is his aim. 
Volpone. But, to our price.“ Peregrine. And that with. 
Sir Politic. f 

Volpone. You all know (honourable gentlemen) I news 
valu'd this Ampulla, or Villa, at leſs than eight crowns; bi 
for this time, I am content to be depriv'd of it for fix; 
crowns is the price; and leſs in courteſie I know you cannc 
offer me: take it or leave it, howſoever, both it and I an 
at your ſervice. I aſk you not as the value of the thin 
for then I ſhould demand of 2 a thouſand crowns, ſo th 
cardinals Montalto, Ferneſe, the great duke of Tuſcany, my 
goſſip, with divers others princes have given me; but I d 
ſpiſe mony : only to ſhow my affection to you, honourablt 
gentlemen, and your illuſtrious ſtate here, I have neglect 
the meſſages of theſe princes, mine own offices, framed n 
journey bither, only to preſent you with the fruits of m 
travels: tune your voices once more to the touch of you 
inſtruments, and give the honourable aſſembly ſome delight 
ful recreation.” 
Peregrine. What monſtrous and moſt painful circumſtanc 
Is here, to get ſome three or four Gazets ? 


You that would laſt long, liſt to my ſong, 
Make no more coyl, but buy of this oyl, 
Would you be ever fair and young? 


Stout of teeth; and ſtrong of tongue? ell! 
Tart of palat ? quick of ear? | | | 
Sharp of fight ? of noſtril clear? mn 
Moiſt of hand? and light of foot? ron 


(Or I will come nearer to) fort 
Would you live free from all diſeaſes? + = 
Do the aft your miſtris pleaſes ; 

Yea fright all aches from your bones? 
Here's a med'cine for the nones. 


 Volpone. © Well, Iam in a humour (at this time) to mak 
a preſent of the ſmall quantity my coffer contains: to the 
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jeh in courteſie, and to the poor, for God's ſake. Where- 

or now mark; I aſk'd you fix crowns; and fix crowns, at 
ther times, you have paid me; you ſhall not give me ſix 
rowns, nor tive, nor four, nor three, nor two, nor one; 
or half a duckat; no nor a Muccinigo: fix—pence it will 
oft you, or ſix hundred pound—expect no lower price, for 
by the banner of my front, I will not bate a Bagatine, that 
Iwill have only a pledge of your loves, to carry ſomething 
0m amongſt you, to ſhew, I am not contemn'd by you. 
herefor, now toſs your handkerchiefs, chearfully, chear- 
ully; and be advertiſed, that the firſt heroic ſpirit, that 
eigns to grace me, with a handkerchief, I will give it a lit- 
le remembrance of ſomething, beſide, ſhall pleaſe it better, 
han if I had preſented it with a double piſtolet.” 


rabl Peregrine. Will you be that heroic ſpark, Sir Politic ? 
w_ O, fee! the window has prevented you. 

In [Celia at the window throws down her handkerchief. 
m Volpone. Lady, I kiſs your bounty; and for this timely 
Joußg race you have done your poor Scoto of Mantua, I will re- 
gh uri you, over and above my oyl, a ſecret of that high and 


neſtimable nature, ſhall make you for ever enamour'd on 
hat minute, wherein your eye firſt deſcended on ſomean (yet 
not altogether to be deſpis d) an object. Here is a poulder 
onceal'd in this paper, of which, if I ſhould ſpeak to the 
vorth/ nine thouſand volumes were as one page, that page 
as a line, that line as a word; ſo ſhort is this pilgrimage of 
man (which ſome call life) to the expreſſing of it. Would 
reflect on the price? why, the whole world is but as an 
empire, that empire as a province, that province as a bank, 
that bank as a private purſe to the purchaſe of it. It will only 
tell you; it is that poulder the made Venus a goddeſs (given 
her by Apollo) that kept her perpetually young, clear'd her 
wrinkles, firm'd her gums, fill'd her ſkin, colour'd her hair; 
from her deriv'd to Helen, and at the ſack of Troy (un- 
Wfortunately) loſt : till now, in this our age, it was happily 
recovered, by a ſtudious antiquary out of ſome ruins of Afia, 
who ſent a moiety of it to the court of France (but much 
ſophiſticated) wherewith the ladies there, now, colour their 
hair. The reſt (at this preſent) remains with me, extract- 
cd to a quinteſſence : ſo that, where-ever it but touches, in 
youth it perpetually preſerves, in age reſtores the complex- 


Won ; ſeats your tecth, did they dance like virginal jacks, 
E | 
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firm as a wall; makes them white as ivory, that were blac 4 


Ss CE NE MM 


'CORVINO, POLITIC, PEREGRINE 


Cor vino. SPIGHT o' the devil, and my ſhame ! con 
down here; 
Come down: no houſe but mine to make your ſcene ? 
Signior Flaminio, will you down, Sir? down? | 
What! is my wife your Franciſcina, Sir? 
No windows on the whole Piazza, here 
To make your properties, but mine; but mine ? 
Heart? ere to-morrow I ſhall be new chriſten'd, 
And call'd the Pantalone Di Beſognioff, [Politic 
About the town. Peregrine. What ſhould this mean, vl 
Politic. Some trick of ſtate, believe it, I will home. | 
_ Peregrine. It may be ſome deſign on you. Politic. I know 
not. gl 3 
Ill ſtand u ard. Peregrine. Tis your beſt, Sir. 
Politic. 5 rocks e all my letter 
They have been intercepted. Peregrine. Indeed, Sir? 


Beſt have a care. Politic. Nay, ſo I will. Peregrine. T 3 ef 
I may not loſe him, for my mirth, till night. [knigll E 
1 

Wi. 


VOLPONE, MOS CA. 


Volpone. O! I am wounded. Moſca. Where, Sir? Volponi 
Not without; | 5 
Thoſe blows were nothing: I could bear them ever; 

But angry Cupid, bolting from her eyes, 

Hath ſhot himſelf into me like a flame; 
Where, now, he flings about his burning heat, 
As in a furnace, ſome ambitious fire, 
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oſe vent is ſtopt. The fight is all within me. 

cannot live, except thou help me, Moſca; 

liver melts, and I, without the hope 

Mf ſome ſoft air, from her refreſhing breath, 

Am but a heap of cinders. Maſca. Las, good Sir, 

Would you had never ſeen her. Volpone. Nay, would thou 

adſt never told me of her. Moſca. Sir, tis true; 

do confeſs I was unfortunate, 

ind you unhappy : but I'm bound in conſcience, 

o leſs than duty, to affect my beſt 

To your releaſe of torment, and I will, Sir. | 

Volpone. Dear Moſca, ſhall I hope? Moſca. Sir, more 
than dear, 

will not bid you to deſpair of ought, 

ithin a human compaſs. Volpone. O, there ſpoke 

y better angel, Moſca, take my keys, 

old, plate, and jewels, all's at thy devotion : 

mploy them how thou wilt; nay, coin me too: 

o thou, in this, but crown my longings, Moſca ? 

Moſca. Uſe but your patience. Volpone. So I have. Moſca, 
I doubt not 

o bring ſucceſs to your deſires. Volpone. Nay, then, 

not repent me of my late diſguiſe. | 

Moſca. If you can horn him, Sir, you need not. Volpone, 
True: 5 

eſides, I never meant him for my heir. 

s not the colour o' my beard and eye-brows 

o make me known? Moſca. No jot. Volpone. I did it well, 

Moſca. So well, would I could follow you in mine, 

With half the happineſs ; and yet I would 

ſcape your epilogue. Volpone. But were they gull'd 

ith a belief that I was Scoto? Moſca. Sir, 

coto himſelf could hardly have diſtinguiſh'd! 

have not time to flatter you, now, we'll part; 

ad as I proſper, ſo applaud my art. 
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„„ % T7 
CORVINO, CELIA, SERVITORE. 


Corvino. DEATH of mine honour, with the city's fool? 
A juggling, tooth-drawing, prating mountebank ? 
And at a public window? where, whilſt he, 
With his ſtrain'd action, and his dole of faces, 
To his drug - lecture draws your itching ears, 
A crew of old, un-married, noted letchers, 
Stood leering up like Satyrs : and you ſmile 
Moſt graciouſly, and fan your favours forth, 
To give your hot ſpectators ſatisfaction ! 
What, was your mountebank their call? their whiſtle? 
Or were you enamour'd on his copper rings? 
His ſaffron jewel, with the toad-ſtone in't ? 
Or his imbroidered ſute, with the cope-ſtitch, 
Made of a herſe-cloth ? or his old tilt-feather ? 
Or his ſtarch'd beard ? well! you ſhall have him, yes: 
He ſhall come home, and miniſtcr unto you 
The fricace for the moother. Or, let me ſee, 
I think yau' had rather mount! would you not mount? 
Why, if you'll mount, you may; yes truly you may ; 
And ſo, you may be ſeen, down to th' foot. 
Get you a cittern, lady Vantty, 
And be a dealer with the virtuous man; 
Make on : I'll but proteſt myſelf a cuckold, 
And fave your dowry, I am a Dutchman, I! 
For, if you thought me an Italian, 
You would be damn'd, ere you did this, you whore : 
Thou'ldſt tremble, to imagine, that the murder 
Of father, mother, brother, all thy race, 
Should foilow, as the ſubject of my juſtice! 
C-lia. Good Sir, have patience! Corvino. What couldit 
thou propoſe 
Leſs to thyſelf, than in this heat of wrath, 
And ſtung with my diſhonour, I ſhould ſtrike 


TT FH FF 0-9 


his ſtecl into thee, with as many ſtabs, 
s thou wert gaz d upon with goatiſh eyes? 
Celia. Alas, Sir, be appeas'd! I could not think 
ly being at the window ſhould more now, 
ove your . than at other times. 
Cor vino. No? not to ſeek and entertain a parley, 
Vith a known knave? before a multitude? 
ou were an actor with your handkerchief! 
Which, he, moſt ſweetly, kiſt in the receipt, 
nd might (no doubt) return it with a letter, 
nd point the place, where you might meet: your ſiſters, 
our mothers, or your aunts might ſerve the turn. 
Celia. Why, dear Sir, when do I make theſe excuſes! 
r ever ſtir abroad, but to the church? 
d that fo foldom — Corvias- Well, it ſhall be leſs; 
nd thy reſtraint before was liberty, 
o what I now decree: and therefor mark me. 
Firſt, I will have this baudy light dam'd up; 
nd till't be done, ſome two or three yards off, 
Il chalk a line, o'er which, if thou but chance 
o ſet thy deſp'rate foot; more hell, more horror, 
ore wild remorſeleſs rage ſhall ſeize on thee, 
han on a conjuror, that had heedleſs left 
is circle's ſafety ere his devil was laid. 
en here's a lock, which I will bang upon thee; 
nd, now I think on't, I will keep thee backwards; 
hy lodging ſhall be backwards; thy walks backwards : 
hy proſpect all be backwards; and no pleaſure, 
hat thou ſhalt know but backwards; nay, ſince you force 
ly honeſt nature, know, it is your own - 
zeing too open, makes me uſe you thus. 
nce you will not contain your ſubtil noſtrils 
n a ſweet room, but they muſt ſnuff the air 
df rank and ſweaty paſſengers—one knocks. [ Knock within. 
way, and be not ſeen, pain of thy life; 
(or look toward the window: if thou doſt 
Nay ſtay, hear this) let me not proſper, whore, 
zut I will make thee an anatomy, 
Diſle&t thee mine own ſelf, and read a lecture 
pon thee to the city, and in public. ä 
way. Who's _ Servitore. 'Ti is Signior Moſca, Sir. 


1? 
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SCENE VL 


CORVINO, MOSCA, 


Corvino. LET him come in, his maſter's dead : there's yall 
Some good to help the bad. My Moſca, welcome, 
I gueſs your news. Moſca. I fear you cannot, Sir. 

Corvino. Is't not his death? Moſca. Rather the contrary 

Corvino. Not his ert Mojeca. Yes, Sir. Corvino. | 

am curs'd, 
J am bewitch' d, my 3 meet to vex me. 
How? how? how ? how ? Meſca. Why, Sir, with Scoto's oyl'l 
Corbaccio, and Voltore brought of it, 
Whilſt I was buſy in an inner room 

Cor vino. Death! thatdamn'd mountebank ! but, for the lad 
Now, I could kill the raſcal : 't cannot be, 
His oyl ſhould have that virtue. Ha' not I 
Known him a common rogue, come fidling in 
To the Ofteria, with a tumbling whore, 

And, when he has done all his forc'd tricks, been glad 
Of a poor ſpoonful of dead wine, with flies in't? 
It cannot be. All his ingredients 

Are a ſheep's gall, a roſted bitch's marrow, 
Some few ſod earwigs, pounded caterpillers, 

A little eapon's greaſe, aml faſting ſpittle: 

T know em to a dram. Moſca. I know not, Sir, 
But ſome on't, there, they pour'd into his cars, 
Some in his noſtrils, and recover'd him; 
Applying but the fricace. Corvino. Pox o' that fricace. 

Moſca. And fince, to ſeem the more officious 
And flatt'ring of his health, there, they have had 
(At extream fees) the college of phyſicians 
Conſulting on him, how they might reſtore him; 
Where one would have cataplaſm of ſpices, 
Another a flayd ape clap'd to his breaſt, | 
A third would ha' it a dog, a fourth an ow! 
With wild cats ſkins: ar laſt, they all reſolv'd 
That, to preſerve him, was no other means, 

But ſome young woman mult ſtraight be __ out, 


Juſty, and full of juice, to ſleep by him. . 
— this ſervice (moſt — 

nd moſt unwillingly) am I now employ'd, 

Vhich here I thougat to pre-acquaint you with, 

or your advice, ſince it concerns you moſt, 

ecauſe, I would not do that thing might croſs 

four ends, on whom I have my whole dependence, Sir; 
et, if I do it not, they may delate 

y ſlackneſs to my patron, work me out 

df his opinion: and there all your hopes, 

ſentures, or whatſoever, are all fruſtrate. 

do but tell you, Sir. Beſides they are all 

ow ſtriving, who ſhall firſt preſent him. Therefor — 
could intreat you, briefly to conclude ſomewhat : 
revent em if you can. Corvino. Death to my hopes! 
his is my villanous fortune! beſt to hire 


ut they are all fo ſubtil, full of art, 

Ind age again doting and flexible, 

o as—1I cannot tell—we may, perchance! 

ight on a quean may cheat us all. Cor vino. Tis true. 

Moſca. No, no: it muſt be one that has no tricks, Sir, 

ome ſimple thing, a creature made unto it, 

ome wench you may command. Ha' you no kinſwoman ? 

ods ſo Think, think, think, think, think, think, 

think, Sir. 

Dne o' the doctors offer'd there his daughter. 

Corvino. How! Moſca. Yes, Siznior Lupo, the phyſician, 

Corvino. His daughter? Moſca. And a virgin, Sir, why? alas, 

e knows the ſtate ofs body, what it is; 

That nought can warm his blood, Sir, but a fever; 

or any incantation raiſe his ſpirit : 

\ long forgetfulneſs hath ſeiz'd that part. | 

Befides, Sir, who ſhall know it? ſome one or two 
Cervino. I pray thee give me leave. If any man 

But I had had this luck—the thing in't ſelf, 

know, is nothing—wherefor ſhould not I 

s well command my blood and my affections, 

is this dull doctor? in the point of honour, 

The caſes are all one of wife and daughter. e 

Mofca. 1 hear him coming. Corvino. She ſhall do't: tis 
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ome common courtezan. Meſca. I, I thought on that, Sir: 


light, if this doctor, who is not cngag'd, Idoue. 
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Unleſs 't be for his counſel (which is nothing) 
Offer his daughter, what ſhould I, that am 
So deeply in? I will prevent him, wretch! 
Covetous wretch! Meſca. I have determin'd. 


| party, you wot of, ; 

Shall be mine own wife, Moſca. Moſca. Sir, the thing 
(But that I would not ſeem to counſel you) 

I ſhould have motion'd to you at the firſt; 

And make your count, you have cut all their throats, 
Why! tis directly taking a poſſeſſion ! | 

And, in his next fit, we may let him go. 

* *Tis but to pull the pillow-ftrom his head. 

And he is thratled: t had been done before, 


My conſcience fools my wit. Well, I'll be brief, 

And ſo be thou, leſt they ſhould be before us! 

=, Go home, prepare him, tell him with what zeal, 

| ES. And willingneſs I do it for; ſwear it was 
; On the firſt hearing (as thou may'ſt do, truly) 

144 Mine own free motion. My/ca. Sir, I warrant you, 
I'll fo poſſeſs him with it, that the reſt | 
Of his ſtarv'd clients ſhall be baniſh'd all; 

And only you receiv'd. But come not, Sir, 

Until I ſend, for I have ſomething elſe 
_ To ripen for your good (you muſt not know't). [not 
Corvino. But do not you forget to ſend now. Moſca. Feu 


IH SCENE. Vi 


CORVINO, CELIA. 


What blubbering? 
Come, dry thoſe tears. I think thou thought'ſt me u 
earneſt ? 
Ha! by this light I talk'd fo but to try thee. 
Methinks, the lightneſs of the occaſion 
Should ha' contirm'd thee. Come, I am not jealous. 
1 Celia. No? Cervino. Faith, I am not, I, nor never wa 


Moſca. How, Sir? Corvino. We'll make all ſure. The 


But for your ſcrupulous doubts. Corvino. I, a plague on 


Corvino. WHERE are you, wife? my Celia? wife 


J © X 
is a poor unprofitable humour. 
o not I know if women have a will, 
hey'll do gainſt all the watches o' the vorld? 
nd that the fierceſt ſpies are tam'd with gold? 
ut, I am confident in thee, thou ſhalt ſee't : 
nd fee, I'll give thee cauſe too, to believe it. 
ome, kiſs me. Go, and make thee ready ſtraight, 
all thy beſt attire, the choiceſt jewels, 
ut em all on, and, with em, thy beſt looks: 
Ve are invited to a ſolemn feaſt, 
Wt old Volpone's, where it ſhall appear 
ow far I'm free, from jealouſie to fear. 


The . 


on 


AT SCENE I. 


ofca. I FEAR, I ſhall begin to grow in love 


hey do ſo ſpring and burgeon; I can feel 
whimſie i' my blood: (I know not how) 
cceſs hath made me wanton. I could ſkip 
ut of my ſkin, now, like a ſubtil ſnake, 
am ſo limber. O! your paraſite 
a moſt precious thing, dropt from above, 

not 
Feuß muſe, the myſtery was not made a ſcience, 
is ſo liberally profeſt! almoſt 
Il the wiſe world is little elſe, in nature, 
ut paraſites, or ſub-paraſites. And, yet, 
mean not thoſe that have your bare town-art, 
o know, who's fit to feed em; have no.houſe, 
o family, no care, and ther:for mould 
ales for mens ears, to beat that ſenſe ; or get 
itchen- invention, and ſome ſtale receipts 
o pleaſe the belly, and the groin; nor thoſe, 
ith their court-dog tricks, that can fawn and fleer, 
ake their revenue out of legs and faces, 
echo my lord, and lick awaysa mot” © 
but your fine elegant raſcal, that can riſe, 
ad ſtoop (almoſt together) like an arrow, 

; F 


wite 


(ot bred mongſt clods and clot-pouls, here, on earth. 
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With my dear ſelf, and my moſt proſp'rous parts, 
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Shoot through the air as nimbly as a ſtar; 
'Turn ſhort, as doth a ſwallow; and be here, 
And there, and here, and yonder all at once; 
Preſent to any humour, all occaſion; 

And change a viſor, ſwifter than a thought! 
This is the creature had the art born with him, 
'Toils not to learn it, but doth practiſe it 

Out of moſt excellent nature : and ſuch ſparks 
Are the true paraſites, others but their Zani's. 


3 


MOS CA, BONA RIO. 


Moſca. WH O's this? Bonario! old Corbaccio's ſon ? 
The perſon I was bound to ſeek. Fair Sir, 
You are happily met. Bonario. That cannot be by thee. 
Moſca. Why, Sir? Bonario. Nay, prythee know thy way, 
and leave me: . 
I would be loth to interchange diſcourſe, 
With ſuch a mate as thou art. Moſca. Courteous Sir, 
Scorn not my poverty. Bonario. Not I, by heaven: 
But thou ſhalt give me leave to hate thy baſeneſs. 
Moſca. Baſeneſs,?. Bonario. I, anſwer me, is not thy ſloth} 


Sufficient argument? thy flatter + 
Thy means of feeding? Moſca. Heaven, be good to me. 
Theſe imputations are too common, Sir, 
And eaſily ſtruck on virtue, when ſhe's poor; 
You are unequal to me, and how eber 
Your ſentence may be righteous, yet you are not, 
That e'er you know me, thus, proceed in cenſure :) 
St. Mark bear witneſs *gainſt you, *tis inhuman. 
Bonario. What! does he weep ? the ſign is ſoft, and good! 
I do repent me, that I was ſo harſh. 
Moſca. Tis true, that, ſway'd by ſtrong neceſſity, 
I am enforc'd to eat my careful bread 
With too much obſequy; 'tis true, beſide, 
That I am fain to ſpin mine own poor raiment, 
ut of my mere obſervance, being not born 
To a free fortune: but that I have done 


Baſe offices, in rend'ring friends aſunder, 
WDividing families, betraying counſels, \ 
hiſpering falſe lies, or mining men with praiſes, 
rain'd their credulity with perjuries, 
orrupted chaſtity, or am in love 
ith mine-own tender eaſe, but would not rather 
Prove the moſt rugged, and laborious courſe, 
That might redeem my preſent eſtimation; 
t me here periſh, in all hope of goodneſs. 
Bonario. This cannot be a perſonated paſſion! 
was to blame, ſo to miſtake thy nature; 
rithee forgive me: and ſpeak out thy buſineſs. 
Maſca. Sir, it n and though I may ſeem, 
It firſt to make a main offence in manners, 
Ind in my gratitude, unto my maſter ; 
et, for the pure love, which I bear all right, 
und hatred of the wrong, I muſt reveal it. 
his very hour your father is in purpoſe 
o diſinherit you—Bonario. How! Moſca. And thruſt you 
forth, | 
a meer ſtranger to his blood; tis true, Sir: 
he work no way engageth me, but, as 
claim an intereſt in the general ſtate p 
f goodneſs and true virtue, which I hear 
'abound in you: and, for which mere reſpect, 
Vithout a ſecond aim, Sir, I have done it. | 
Bonario. This tale hath loſt thee much of the late truſt, 
ou hadſt with me; it is impoſſible: | 
know not how to lend it any thought, - 
y father ſhould be ſo unnatural. ' 
Moſca. It is a confidence, that well becomes 
our piety; and form'd (no doubt) it is 
rom your own ſimple innocence : which makes 
our wrong more monſtrous and abhor'd. But, Sir, 
now will tell you more. This very minute, 
t is, or will he doing: and, if you 
hall be but pleas'd to go with me, I'Il bring you, 
dare not ſay where you ſhall ſee, but) where 
our ear ſhall be a witneſs of the deed; * 
lear yourſelf written baſtard; and profeſt 
he common iflue of the earth. Bonario. I'm maz'd! 
 Mofca. Sir, if I do it not, draw your juſt ſword, 
F 2 


way, 


Noth 


le. 
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And ſcore your vengeance, on my front and face; 
Mark me your villain: you have too much wrong, 
And I do ſuffer for you, Sir. My heart 
Weeps blood and anguith— Bonario. Lead. I follow thee, 


SC E N E HI. 


VOLPONE, NANO, ANDROGYNO, CAST RONE. 


Volpone. MOS CA ſtays long, methinks. Bring forth your 
ſports, | | 
And — to make the wretched time more ſweet. 
Nano. Dwarf, fool, and eunuch, well met here we be. 
A queſtion it were now, whether of us three, 
Being all known delicates of a rich man, 
In pleaſing him, claim the precedency can? | 3 
Caſtrone. I claim for my ſelf. Androgyno. And, ſo doth 
the fool. | 
Nano. Tis fooliſh indeed: let me ſet you both to ſchool, 
© Firſt, for your dwarf, he's little and witty, 
* And every thing, as it is little, 1s pretty; 
* Elſe why do men ſay to a creature of my ſhape, 
So ſoon as they ſee him, it's a pretty little ape? 
And why a pretty ape? but for pleaſing imitation 
Of greater men's actions, in a ridiculous faſhion. 
© Beſide, this feat body of mine doth not crave 
Half the meat, drink, and cloth, one of your bulks will 
© have. | 
* Admit your fool's face be the mother of laughter, 
© Yet, for his brain, it muſt always come after : 
And though that do feed him, it's a pitiful caſe, 
His body is beholding to ſuch a bad face.” 
Volpone. Who's there? my couch, away, look, Nano ſee: if 
[ One knocks, 
Give me my caps, firſt—go, enquire. Now, Cupid, 
Send it by Moſca, and with fair return. 
Nano. It * beauteous madam Volpone. Would-t 
is it 
ag The ſame. FVolpone. Now' torment on me; ſquire 
er in: | 
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or ſhe will enter, or dwell here for ever. 

ay, quickly, that my fit were paſt. I fear 

; frond hell too, that my loathing this 

ill quite expel my appetite to the other: 

ould ſhe were taking now her tedious leave, 
ord! how it threats me what 1 am to ſuffer. 


hee. 


* rn. 


yon LAP v. VOLPONE, NANO, WOMEN 2. 


Lady. T thank you, good Sir. Pray you ſigniſie 

/nto your patron, I am here. This band 

hews not my neck enough (I trouble you, Sir, 

et me requeſt you, bid one of my women 

ome hither to me) in good faith, I am dreſt 

loſt favourably to day; it is no matter, 

Tis well enough. Look, ſee, theſe petulant things! 

low they have done this! Volpone. I do feel the fever 
tring in at my ears; O, for a charm, 

To fright it hence. Lady. Come nearer: is this curl 

n his right place? or this? why is this higher 

Than all the reſt? you ha'not waſh'd your eyes, yet? 

Dr do they not ſtand even i' your head? 

here's your fellow? call her. Nano. Now, St. Mark 

Deliver us; anon, ſhe'll beat her women, | 

zecauſe her noſe is red. Lady. I pray you, view 

his tire, forſooth; are all things apt or no? 

Women. One hair a little here, ſticks out, forſooth. 

Lady. Dos't ſo, forſooth? and where was your dear ſight 

hen it did ſo, forſooth ? what now? bird-ey'd? 

ind you too? pray you both approach, and mend it. 

ow (by that light) I muſe, you're not aſham'd ? 

, that have preach'd theſe things, ſo oft, unto you, 

Read you the principles, argu'd all the grounds, 

Diſputed every fitneſs, every grace, 

all'd you to counſel of ſo frequent dreſſings — 

(Nano. More carefully, than of your fame or honour) 

Lady. Made you acquainted, what an ample dowry 

he knowlege of theſe things would be unto you, 


e be. 


doth 
hol. 
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knocks. 
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Able alone, to get you noble huſbands 
At your return: and you thus to neglect it? 
Beſides, you ſeeing what a curious nation 
Th' Italians are, what will they ſay of me? 
The Englith lady cannot dreſs herſelf; 
Here's a fine imputation to our country! 
Well, go your ways, and ſtay i-the next room. 
This fucus was too coarſe too, it's no matter. 
Good Sir, you'll give 'em entertainment ? 
Volpone. The ſtorm comes toward me. Lady. How does 
my Volpone ? 8 
Volpone. Troubled with noiſe, I cannot ſleep; I dreamt 
That a ſtrange fury entred, now, my houſe, 
And, with the dreadful tempeſt of her breath, 
Did cleave my roof aſunder. Lady. Believe me, and I 
Had the moſt fearful dream, could I remember it 

Volpone. Out of my fate; I ha' given her the occaſion 
How to torment me : She will tell me hers. 

Lady. Methought the golden mediocrity 
Polite; and delicate Volpone. O, if you do love me, 

No more: I ſweat; and ſuffer, at the mention 
Of any dream: feel how I tremble yet. 

Lady. Alas, good ſoul! the paſſion of the heart. 
Seed-pearl were good now, boil'd with ſyrup of apples, 
Tincture of gold, and coral, citron-pills, 

Your elicampane root, myrobalanes 

Volpone. Ay me, I have tane a graſs-hopper by the wing, 

j Lady. Burnt filk, and amber, you have Muſcadel 
1% Good i' th' houſe — Volpone. You will not drink, and part! 

Lady. No, fear not that. I doubt, we ſhall not get 

Some Engliſh ſaffron (half a dram woyld ſerve) 
Your ſixteen cloves, a little muſk, dri'd mints, 
Bugloſs, and barley- meal —Volpone. She's in again; 

Before I fain'd diſeaſes, now I have one. | 

Lady. And theſe apply'd, with a right ſcarlet cloth — 

Volponc. Another flood of words! a very torrent! 

Lady. Shall I, Sir, make you a poultiſe : Vo!pone. No, 

no, no, 8 
I'm very well: you need preſeribe no more. 

Lady. I have a little ſtudied phyſic; but now, 

I'm all for muſic, ſave i' the forenoons, | 


An hour or two for painting. I would have 
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& lady, indeed, t' have all, letters, and arts, 
ze able to diſcourſe, to write, to paint, 
But principal (as Plato holds) your muſic 
And ſo does wiſe Pythagoras, I take it,) 
s your true rapture; when there is conſent 
n face, in voice, and cloths: and is indeed, 
ur ſexes chiefeſt ornament. Volpone. The poet, 
\s old in time as Plato, and as knowing, 
ays, that our higheſt female grace is ſilence. 
| Lady. Which o' your poets ? Petrarch? or Taſſio? or Dante? 
uerrini? Arioſto ? Aretine ? 
ieco di Hadria? I have read them all. 
Volpone. Is every thing a cauſe to my deſtruction ? 
Lady. I think, I ha' two or three of em about me! 
Volpone. The ſun, the ſea, will ſooner both ſtand ſtill 
Than her eternal tongue! nothing can ſcape it. 
Lady. Here's Paſtor Fido—Volpone. Profeſs obſtinate ſilence; 
hat's now my ſafeſt. Lady. All our Engliſh writers, 
mean ſuch as are happy in th' Italian, 
Vill deign to ſteal out of this author, mainly; 
Umoſt as much, as from Montagme : 
e has ſo modern and facile a vein, 
itting the time, and catching the court · ear; 
our Petrarch is more paſſionate, yet he, 
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Py n days of ſonnetting, truſting em with much: 
Dante is hard, and few can underſtand him. 
win, Nhat, for a deſperate wit, there's Aretine / 
Doly, his pictures are a little obſcene 
art! Nou mark me not? Volpone. Alas, my mind's perturb'g; 
4 | | Lady. Why, in ſuch caſes, we muſt cure ourſelves, 


lake uſe of our philoſophy——Volpone. O'y me. 
Lady. And, as we find our paſſions do rebel, 
ncounter em with reaſon; or divert em, 
y giving ſcope unto ſome other humour 
f lefſer danger: as, in politic bodies, 

ere's nothing, more, doth overwhelm the judgment, 
No, ad clouds the underſtanding, than too much 
: ttling and fixing, and (as't were) ſubſiding 
pon one object. For the incorporating 
f theſe ſame outward things, into that part, 
hich we call mental, leaves ſome certain feces, 
hat ſtop the organs, and, as Plato ſays, 
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Aſſaſſinates our knowlege. Volpone. Now, the ſpirit 
Of patience help me. Lady. Come, in faith, I muſt 


Viſit you more a-days: and make you well: 

Loh and be luſty. Volpone. My good angels fave me, , 
Lady. There was but one ſole man in all the world, Le: 

With whom I e'er could ſympathize; and he For 

Would lye you often, three, four hours together, — 


To hear me ſpeak, : and be (ſometime) ſo rap't 

As he would anſwer me quite from the purpoſe, 

Like you, and you are like him, juſt. Pl diſcourſe 

(And it be but only, Sir, to bring you aſleep) 

How we did ſpend our time, and loves together, 

For ſome ſix years. Volpone. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh! 
Lady. For we were coxtanci, and brought up 
Volpene. Some power, ſome fate, ſome fortune reſcue me. 


CC E N R V. I* 
MOSCA, LADY, VOLPONE. 


Maſca. GOD fave you, madam. Lady. Good Sir. Volprue, 
Moſca ? Welcome, 

Welcome to my redemption. Moſca. Why,-Sir ? Volpone. Oh, 
Rid me of this my torture, quickly, there; | 
My madam, with the everlaſting voice : 
The bells, in time of peſtilence, ne er made 
Like noiſe, or were in that perpetual motion! 
The cock- pit comes not near it. All my houſe, 


But now, ſteam' d like a bath, with her thick breath. Ma 
A lawyer eould not have been heard; nor ſcarce Har p 
Another woman, ſuch a hail of words 
She has let fall. For hell's ſake, rid her hence. 7 
Moſca. Has ſhe preſented ? Volpone. O, I do not care, W 


J'Il take her abſence, upon any price, 

With any loſs. Moſca. Madam Lady. I ha' brought you 
patron - 1 

A toy, a cap here, of mine own work—Moſca. Tis well. 

I had forgot you, I ſaw your knight, 

Where yow'ld little think it Lady. Where? Moſca. Marry, 

Where yet, if you make baſte, you may apprehend him, 
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Rowing upon the water in a gondole, 

With the moſt cunning courtizan of Venice. 
Lady. Is't true? Moſca. Purſue em, and believe your eyes: 

Leave me, to make your gift. I knew, twould take. 

For lightly, they that uſe themſelves moſt licence, 

Are ſtill but jealous. Volpone. Moſca, hearty thanks, 

For thy quick fiction and delivery of me. | | 

Now, to my hopes, what ſay ' ſt thou? Lady. But do you 
hear, Sir? 

Volpone. Again, I fear a paroxiſm. Lady. Which way 

Row'd they together? Moſca. Toward the Rialto. 

Lady. I pray you lend me your dwarf. Meſca. I pray 
you take him. | | 

Your hopes, Sir, are like happy bloſſoms, fair, 

\nd promiſe timely fruit, if you will ſtay 

But the maturing; keep you at your couch, 

Corbaccio will arrive ſtraight, with the will: 

When he is gone, I will tell you more. Volpone. My blood, 

My ſpirits are return'd; I am alive: 

ind like your wanton gameſter, at Primers, 

Whoſe thought had whiſper'd to him, not go leſs. 

Methinks I lye, and draw—for an encounter. 


me. 


ont. 
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MOSCA, .BONARIO. 


Moſca. STR, here conceal'd, you may hear all. But 
pray you N 


Have patience, Sir; the ſame's your father, knocks: 
[ One knocks. 
Lam compell'd to leave you. Bonario. Do ſg. Yet, 


Cannot my thought imagine this a truth. 


jo 
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. 
MOSCA, CORVINO, CELIA, BONARIO, VOLPONE, 


Maſca. DEATH on me! you are come too ſoon, what 
meant you ? f 

Did not I ſay, I would ſend; Corvino. Yes, but I fear'd 

You might forger it, and then they prevent us. 

Moſca. Prevent ? did e'er man haſte ſo, for his horns ? 
A courtier would not ply it ſo, for a place. 

Wall, now there's no helping it, ſtay here 

I'll preſently return. Corvino. Where are you, Celia? 

You know not wherefor I have brought you hither ? 

Celiæ. Not well, except you told me. Corvino. Now I will: 
Hark hither. Moſca. Sir, your father hath ſent word, 

It will be half an hour ere he come; [ To Bonarid. 

And therefor, if you pleaſe to walk the while 

Into that gallery—at the upper end, 

"There are ſome books, to entertain the time : 

And l'll take care, no man ſhall come unto you, Sir. 
Bonario, Yes I will ſtay there. I do doubt this fellow. 
Meſca. There, he is far enough, he can hear nothing: 

And, for his father I can keep him off. 

Corvino. Nay, now, there is no ſtarting back; and therefor 
Reſolve upon it: I have ſo decreed. | 
It muſt be done. Nor, would mov't afore, 

Becauſe I would avoid all ſhifts and tricks, 

That might deny me. Celia. Sir, let me beſeech you, 

Affect not theſe ſtrange trials; if you doubt 

My chaſtity, why lock me up, for ever: 

Make me the heir of darkneſs. Let me live, 

Where I may pleaſe your fears, if not your truſt. 

Corvino. Believe it, I have no ſuch humour, I. 

All that I ſpeak, I mean; yet I am not mad: 

Not horn-mad, ſee you? Go too, ſhew yourſelf : 

Obedient, and a wife. Celia. O heaven! Corvino. I ſay it, 
Do ſo. Celia. Was this the train? Corvino. I have told yo 

| reaſons; 


What the phyſicians have ſet down; how much 
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It may concern me; what my engagements are; 
My means; and the neceſſity of thoſe means, 
For my recovery: wherefor, if you be 
Loyal, and mine, be won, reſpect my venture. 

Celia. Before your honour ? Cervino. Honour? tut, a breath; 
There's no ſuch thing in nature: a meer term 
Invented to awe fools. What is my gold 
The worſe for touching? cloths for being look'd on? 
Why, this's no more. An old decrepid wretch, 
That has no ſenſe, no ſinew; takes his meat 
With others fingers; only knows to gape, 
When you do ſcald his gums; a voice, a ſhadow. 
And, what can this man hurt you ? Celia. Lord ! what ſpirit 
Is this hath entred him! Corvino. And for your fame, 
That's ſuch a jig; as if I would go tell it, 
Cry it on the Piazza! who ſhall know it; 
But he that cannot ſpeak it, and this fellow, 
W Whoſe lips are i' my pocket? Save yourſelf, 

If you proclaim't, you may, I know no other 
Should come to know it. Celia. Are heaven, and ſaints then 
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| nothing? - | 
Will they be blind or ſtupid ? Corvino. How? Celia. Good ; 
Be jealous ſtill, emulate them; and think [Sir, 


What hate they burn with toward every ſin. 
Corvino. I grant you: if I thought it were a ſin, 
T would not urge you. Should I offer this 
To ſome young Frenchman, or hot Tuſcan blood, 
hat had read Aretine, conn'd all his prints, 
new every quirk within luſt's labyrinth, 
ind were profeſt critic in lechery; i 
ind I would look upon him, and applaud him, 
his were a ſin: but here, tis contrary, 
\ pious work, meer charity for phyſic, 
ind honeſt polity, to aſſure mine own. 
Celia. O heaven! canſt thou ſuffer ſuch a change ? 
Volpone. Thou art mine honour, Moſca, and my pride, 
My joy, my tickling, my delight, ! go bring em. 
Meſca. Pleaſe you draw near, Sir. Corvino. Come on, 
it, What — | 
you ou will not be rebellious ? by that light 
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Moſca. Sir, Signior Corvino, here, is come to ſee you. 
Volpone. Oh. Moſca. And hearing of the conſultation had, 
G 2 | 
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So lately, for your health, is come to offer, 
Or rather, Sir, to proſtitute - Corvino. Thanks, ſweet Moſca, 
Myſca. (As the true fervent inſtance of his love) 
His own moſt fair and proper wife; the beauty, 
Only of price in Venice Corvino. Tis well urg'd. 
Moſt. To be your comfortreſs, and to preſerve you. 
Volpone. Alas, I am paſt already? pray you, thank him 
For his good care and promptneſs; but for that, 
*Tis a vain labour een to tight *gainſt heaven; 
Applying fire to a ſtone: (uh, uh, ub, uh.) 
Making a dead leaf grow again. I take 
His wiſkcs gently, though; and you may tell him, 
What I have done for him: marry, my ſtate is hopeleſs! 
Wil tell him to pray for me; and t'uſe his fortune, a 
With reverence when he comes to't. Meſca. Do you he, 
Sir ? | 
Go to him with your wife. Corvino. Heart of my father! 
Wilt thou perſiſt thus? Come, I pray thee come. 
Thou ſecſt tis nothing, Celia. By this hand, 
I will grow violent. Come, do't, I fay. 
Celia. Sir, kill me, rather: I will take down poiſon, 
Eat burning coals, do any thing—Corvino. Be damn'd. 
(Heart) I will drag thee hence, home by the hair; 
Cry thec a ſtrumpet through the ſtreets; rip up 
Thy mouth unto thy ears; and ſlit thy noſe, 
Like a raw rotchet—do not tempt me, come. 
Yield, I am loth—(death) I will buy ſome ſlave 
Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him, alive; 
And at my window, hang you forth : deviſing 
Some monſtrous crime, which I, in capital letters, 
Will eat into thy fleſh with aguafortis, 
And burning cor'ſives on this ſtubborn breaſt, 
Now, by the blood thou haſt incens'd, I'II do't. 
Celio. Sir, what you pleaſe, you may, I am your mart! 
Corvino. Be not thus obſtinate. I ha' not deſerv'd it: 
Think who 1t 1s intreats you. *Pr'y thee, Sweet; 
(Good faith) thou ſhalt have jewels, gowns, attires, 
What thou wilt think, and aſk. Do but kiſs him. 
Or touch him, but. For my ſake, at my ſute. 
This once. No? not? I will remember this. 
Will you diſgrace me thus? Do'you thirſt my undoing! 
Moſca. Nay, gentle lady, be advis'd. Cervino. NO, 10 
She has watch'd her time. God's precious, this is ſkirv\s 
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Tis very ſkirvy: and you are—Moſca. Nay, good Sir. 
Corvino. An errant locuſt, by heaven, a locuſt, whore, 
:ocodile, that haſt thy tears prepar'd, 
Expecting, how thou'lt bid 'em flow. Moſca. Nay, pray 
s Ou, Sir, 
She will conſider. Celia. Would my life would ſerve 
Fro ſatisfie. Cor vino. — (S'death) if the would but ſpeak to 
him, ; 
nd fave my reputation, twere ſomewhat; 
ot, ſpightfully to affect my utter ruin. 
Moſca. I, now you ha' put your fortune in her hands. 
hy i' faith, it is her modeſty, I muſt quit her; 
f you were abſent, ſhe would be more coming; 
know it : and dare undertake for her. 
Nhat woman can before her huſband ? *pray you, 
ct us depart, and leave her here. Corvino. Sweet Celia, 
hou mayeſt redeem all, yet; I'll ſay no more: 
If not, eſteem yourſelf as loſt. Nay, ſtay there. 
= C:/ia. O God, and his good angels! whither, whither. 
Is ſhame fled human breaſts? that with ſuch eaſe, 
Men dare put off your honours, and their own ? 
Ws that, which ever was a cauſe of life, 
(ow plac'd beneath the baſeſt circumſtance ? 
und modeſty, an exile made, for money? 
Volpone. IJ, in Corvino, and ſuch ear- fed minds, 
3 | . He leaps off from his couch, 
That never taſted the true heav'n of love. e 
Aſſure thee, Celia, he that would ſell thee, 
only for hope of gain, and that uncertain, 
He would have ſold his part of paradiſe 
For ready money, had he met a cope- man. 
Why art thou maz'd to ſee me thus reviv'd? 
Rather applaud thy beauty's miracle; 
art Tis thy great work; that hath, not now alone, 
t: hut ſundry times, rais'd me, in ſeveral ſhapes, 
And, but this morning like a mountebank, 
To ſee thee at thy window. I, betore 
would have left my practice, for thy love, 
In varying figures, I would have contented 
With the blew Proteus, or the horned Flood. | 
g? Now art thou welcome. Celia. Sir! Volpone. Nay, fly me not, 
o, or, let thy falſe imagination 
irv', hat I was bed-rid, make thee think, I am fo: 
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Thou ſhalt not find it. I am, now, as freſh, 

As hot, as high, and in as jovial plight, 

As when (in that ſo celebrated ſcene, 

At recitation of our Comedy, 

For entertainment of the great Valoys) 

IT acted young Antinous and attracted . 

The eyes and ears of all the ladies, preſent, 

'T' admire each graceful geſture, note, and footing. 
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Come, my Celia, let us prove, 
While we can, the ſports of love ; 
Time will not be ours for ever, 

He, at length, our good will ſever ; 
Spend not then his gifts in vain. 
Suns, that ſet, may riſe again : 

But if once we loſe this light, 
"Tis with us perpetual night. 
Why ſhould we defer our joys ? 
Fame and rumour are but toys. 

- Cannot we delude the eyes 

' , Of a few poor houſpold ſpies ? 

Or his eaſier ears beguile, 
Thus removed by our wile ? 
*Tis no fin love's fruits to ſteal ; 
But the ſweet thefts to reveal ; 
To be taken, to be ſeen, 
Theſe have crimes accounted been. 


Celia. Some Siren blaſt me, or dire light'ning ſtrike 
This my offending face. Volpone. Why droops my Celis: 
Thou haſt, in place of a baſe huſband, found 
A worthy lover: uſe thy fortune well, 

With ſecrecy and pleaſure. See, behold, 

What thou art queen of; not in expectation, 

As I feed others: but poſſeſs'd and crown'd. 

See, here, a rope of pearl; and each, more orient 

Than that the brave Egyptian queen carous'd: 
Diſſolve and drink em. See, a carbuncle, 
May put out both the eyes of our St. Mart ; 
A diamond would have bought Laullia Paulina, 
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hen ſhe came in like ſtar-light hid with jewels, 
hat were the ſpoils of provinces; take theſe, 
nd wear and loſe em: yet remains an ear-ring 
o purchaſe them again, and this whole ſtate. 
gem but worth a private patrimony, 

nothing: we will cat ſuch at a meal. 
he heads of parrots, tongues of nightingales, 
he brains of peacocks, and of eſtriches 
zall be our food: and, could we get the phœnix 
© hough nature loſt her kind) ſhe were our diſh. 
Celia. Good Sir, theſe things might move a mind affected 
ith ſuch delights; but I, whoſe innocence 
all I can think wealthy, or worth th' enjoying, 

d which, once loſt, I have nought to loſe beyond it, 
znnot be taken with theſe ſenſual baits : 
you have conſcience—Volpone. *Tis the beggers virtue, 
thou haſt wiſdom, hear me, Celia. 
y bathes ſhall be the juice of july-flowers, 
Irits of roſes, and of violets, 
je milk of unicorns, and panthers breath 
Wathcr'd in bags, and mix'd with Cretan wines. 

r drink ſhall be prepared gold and amber; 
hich we will take, until my roof whirl round 
ith the vertigo: and wr dwarf ſhall dance, 

y eunuch ſing, my fool make up the antic, 
Whilſt we, in changed ſhapes, act Ovid's tales, 
ou, like Europa now, and I hke Jove, 
hen I ike Mars, and thou like Erycine : 
, Of the reſt, till we have quite run through, 
d wearied all the fables of the Gods. 

en will I have thee in more modern forms, 
tired like ſome ſprightly dame of France, 
Fave Tuſcan lady, or proud Spaniſh beauty; 
metimes, unto the Perſian Sophi's wife; 

the grand Signior's miſtreſs; and, for change, 
o one of our moſt artful courtizans, 

ſome quick Negro, or cold Ruſſian; 
d I will meet thee in as many ſhapes : 
here we may ſo transfuſe our wandring ſouls, 
t at our lips, and ſcore up ſums of pleaſures, 
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I am a creature, hither ill betray'd, 


And punith that unhappy crime of nature, 


I do degenerate, and abuſe my nation, 
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That the curious ſhall not know 
Hou to tell them as they fluw ; 
And the envious, when they find 

What their numbcr is, be pin'd. | =. 


Celia. If you have Ears that will be pierc'd; or eyes, 
That can be open'd; a heart may be touch'd; 
Or any part, that yet ſounds man about you: 
If you have touch of holy ſaints, or heaven, 
Do me the grace to let me ſcape. If not, 
Be bountiful and kill me. You do know, 


By one, whoſe ſhame I would forget it were: 
It you will deign me neither of theſe graces, 
Yet feed your wrath, Sir, rather than your luſt; 
(It is a vice comes nearer manlineſs) 


Which you miſcall my beauty: flay my face, 
Or poiſon it with ointments for ſeducing 

Your blood to this rebellion. Rub theſe hands, 
With what may cauſe an eating leproſie, 


Een to my bones and marrow: any thing, 
That may disfavour me, ſave in my honour. © 
And I will keel to you, pray for you, pay down 8 7, 


A thouſand hourly vows, Sir, for your health, 

Report, and think you virtuous — Volpone. Think me cold 
Frozen and impotent, and ſo report me ? : 

That I had Neſftor's Hernia, thou would'ſt think. 


To play with opportunity thus long: 
I ſhould have done the act, and then have parley'd, 
Yield, or I'll force thee. Celia. O! Juſt God. Volpone. 1k 
vain ; 

Bonario. Forbear, ſoul raviſher, libidinous ſwine, 

Free the forc'd lady, or thou dy'ſt, impoſtor. 
[He * out from where Moſca had placed lit 

But that I am loth to ſnatch the puniſhment 
Out of the hand of juſtice, thou ſhouldſt, yet, 
Be made the timely ſacrifice of vengeance, 
Before this altar, and this droſs, thy idol, 
Lady, let's quit the place, it is the den 


Of villany; fear for nought, you have a guard: 

and he, ere long, ſhall meet his juſt reward. 
Volpone. Fall on me, roof, and bury me in ruin; 

Become my grave, that wert my ſhelter. O! 

am unmaſk'd, unſpirited, undone, 

etray'd to beggery, to infamy 


SCHEME vi 


VOLPONE, MOS CA. 


Moſca. WHERE ſhall I run, moſt wretched ſhame of 
men, 

o beat my unlucky brains? Volpone. Here, here. 

hat! doſt thou bleed? Moſca. O that his well-driv'n ſword 

ad been ſo covetous to have cleft me down 

Into the navel, ere I liv'd to ſee 

ly life, my hopes, my ſpirits, my patron, all 
Thus deſperately engaged by my error. 

Volpone. Wo on thy fortune. Meſca. And my follies, Sir. 

Volpone. Thou'ſt made me miſerable. Moſca. And myſelt, 
Sir, | 

Vho would have thought he would have harkened ſo ? 

Volpone. What ſhall we do? Moſca. Iknow not; if my heart 

ould expatiate the miſchance, T'ld pluck it out. 

ill you be pleas'd to hang me, or cut my throat? 

ind I'll requite you, Sir. Let's die like Romans, 

zince we have liv'd like Grecians. 

Volpone. Hark, who's there? [They knock without, 

hear ſome footing ; officers, the Saff, 

ome to apprehend us; I do feel the brand 

iſſing already at my forehead ; now, 

ine ears are boring. Moſca. To your couch, Sir, you 

ake that place good however. Guilty men 


1 uſpect what they deſerve ſtill. Signior Corbaccio! 
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SCENE IX. 


CORBACCIO, MOSCA, VOLTORE, VOLPONIM 


Corbaccio. WHY, how now, Moſca ? 
Moſca. O, undone, amaz'd, Sir. =. . 
Your ſon (I know not by what accident) : 
Acquainted with your purpoſe to my patron, 
Touching your will, and making him your heir, 
Entred our houſe with violence, his ſword drawn, 
Sought for you, call'd you wretch, unnatural, 
Vow'd he would kill you. 
Corbaccio. Me? Maſca. Yes, and my patron. 
Corbaccio. This act ſhall diſinherit him indeed: ; 
Here is the will. Moſca. Tis well, Sir. Corbaccio. Rigi 
and well. l 
Be you as careful now for me. Moſca. My life, Sir, 


Is not more tender'd, I am only yours. VO 
Corbaccio. How does he? will he die ſhortly, think'ſt thou ll. 
Moſca. J fear, he'll out-laſt May. De 
Corbaccio. To day? Maſca. No, laſt out May, Sir. Wizct 
Corbaccio. Could'ſt thou not gi' him a dram ? Ir h 

| Mofca. O, by no means, Sir. 8; 

Corbaccio. Nay, I'll not bid yon. Voltore. This is a kn hic 

I ſee. | "ith 


Meoſca. How, Signior Voltore! Did he hear me? fan 
Voltore. Paraſite. Wy Volt 
Moſca. Who's that? O, Sir, moſt timely welcome— et hi 
Voltore. Scarce, to the W of your tricks, I fear. Lol. 
Jou are his only? and mine alſo? are you not? Volt 
Meſca. Who? I, Sir! Voltore. You, Sir. What device as, 


this or w 
About a will? Moſca. A plot for you, Sir. Voltore. Come, Mit fo 
Put not your foiſts upon me, I ſhall ſcent em. he p 

Moſca. Did you hear it? Corb 
Voltore. Yes, I hear, Corbaccio Volt. 


Hath made your patron there his heir. Maſea. Tis true, Mo 
By my device, drawn to it by my plot, Volp 


ith hope—Voltore. Your patron ſhould reciprocate ? 
ad you have promis d? Me/ca. For your good, I did, Sir. 
ay more, I,told his ſon, brought, hid him here, 
'here he might hear his father paſs the deed; 
ing perſuaded to it by this thought, Sir, 
hat the unnaturalneſs, firſt, of the act, 
d then his father's oft diſclaiming in him, 
hich I did mean t'help on) would ſure enrage him, 
o do ſome violence upon his parent, 
n which the law ſhould take ſufficient hold, 
d you be ſtated in a double hope: 
uh be my comfort, and my conſcience, 
only aim was to dig you a fortune 
t of theſe two old rotten ſepulchres 
Voltore. (I cry thee mercy, Moſca.) 
Myoſca. Worth your patience, . 
d your great merit, Sir. And ſee the change! 

Voltore. Why, what ſucceſs? 
Rigi Moſca. Moſt hapleſs! you muſt help, Sir. 

hilſt we expected the old raven, in comes 
Jr vines wife, ſent hither by her huſband — 
JV tore. What, with a preſent ? Moſca. No, Sir, on viſitation 2: 
ll tell you how anon) and ſtaying long, 
Je youth he grows impatient, ruſhes forth, 
W2<th the lady, wounds me, makes her ſwear 
dr he would murder her, that was his vow) 
affirm my patron to have done her rape. 
[hich how unlike it is, you ſee; and hence 
1th that pretext he's gone t' accuſe his father, 
:fame my patron, defeat you— 
Voltore. Where's her huſband ? 
t him be ſent for ſtraight. Moſco. Sir, T'll go fetch him. 
Voltore. Bring him to the Scrutineo. Moſca. Sir, I will. 
Voltore. This muſt be ſtopt. Meſca. O you do nobly, Sir. 
las, twas labour'd all, Sir, for your good; 
or was there want of counſel in the plot: 
t fortune can, at any time, o'erthrow 
he projects of a hundred learned clerks. Sir. 
Corbaccio. What's that? 
Voltore. Wilb't pleaſe you, Sir, to go along ? 
Moſca. Patron, go in, and pray for our ſucceſs. 
Vilpone. Need makes devotion : heaven your labour bleſs. 
H z 


vice! 


true, 
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AC T IV. 8 C LN E I. 
POLITIC, PEREGRINE. 


Politic. I TOLD you, Sir, it was a plot; you ſee 
What obſervation is. You mention'd me 
For ſome inſtructions : I will tell you, Sir, 
(Since we are met here in the height of Venice) 
Some few particulars, I have ſet down, 
Only tor this Meridian, fit to be known 
Of yaur crude traveller; and they are theſe. 
Iwill not touch, Sir, at your phraſe, or clothes. | 
For they are old. Perego ine. Sir; I have better. Polii 
Pardon. 9 
I meant, as they are a Peregrine. O, Sir, proceed: 
Il flander you no more of wit, good Sir. 6h 
Politic. Firſt, for your garb, it muſt be grave and ſerious Wi 
Very reſerv'd, and lockt; not tell a ſecret | 
On any terms, not to your father; ſcarce 
A fable, but with caution; make ſure choice 
Both of your company, and diſcourſe; beware 
You never ſpeak a truth—Peregrine. How? Politic. Not t0 
ſtrangers, 
For thoſe be they you muſt converſe with moſt : 
Others I would not know, Sir, but at diſtance, 
So as | might {till be a ſaver in em: 
You ſhall have tricks elſe paſt upon you hourly. 
And then, for your religion, proteſs none, 
But wonder at the diverſity of all; 
And, for your part, proteſt, were there no other, 
But fimply the laws o'th' land, you could content you. 
Nic. Machiavel, and Monſieur Bodine, both 
Were of this mind. Then muſt you learn the uſe 
And handling of your ſilver fork at meals, 
The metal of your glaſs: (theſe are main matters 
With your Italian) and to know the hour 
When you mult eat your melons and your figs. 


Peregrine. Is that a point of ſtate too? Politic. Here it is: 
or your Venetian, if he ſee a man 
repoſterous in the leaſt, he has him ſtraight; 
le has; he ſtrips him. I'Il acquaint you, Sir, 
now have liv'd here ('tis ſome fourteen months :) 
Within the firſt week of my landing here, 
l took me for a citizen of Venice, 
knew the forms ſo well—Peregrize. And nothing elſe. 
Politic. I had read Contarene, took me a houſe, 
dealt with my Jews to furniſh it with movables — 
Well, if I could but find one man, one man 
o mine own heart, whom ] durſt truſt, I would — 
Peregrine. What? what, Sir? 
Politic. Make him rich; make him a fortune: 
le ſhould not think again. I would command it. 
Peregrine. As how? Politic. With certain projects that I have, 
V hich I may not diſcover. Peregrine. If I had b 
ut one to wager with, I would lay odds now, 
e tells me inſtantly. Politic. One is (and that 
care not greatly who knows) to ſerve the ſtate 
f Venice with red herrings for three years, 
ous, nd at a certain rate, from Rotterdam, 
here I have correſpondence. There's a letter, 
nt me from one o' th' States, and to that purpoſe; 
e cannot write his name, but that's his mark. + 
Peregrine. He is a chandler. Poliiic. No, a cheeſmonger. 
There are ſome others too with whom I treat 
About the ſome negociation ; 
d I will undertake it: for, 'tis thus, 
ll do't with eaſe, I have caſt it all: your hoy 
arries but three men in her, and a boy; 
and ſhe ſhall make me three returns a year : 
$0 if there come but one of three, I ſave; 
f two, I can defalk; but this is now, 
f my main project fail. Peregrine. Then you have others? 
Politic. I ſhould be loth to draw the ſubtil air 
f ſuch a place, without a thouſand aims. 
[1] not diſſemble, Sir; where e'er I come, 
love to be conſiderative; and *tis true, 
| have at my free hours thought upon 
dome certain goods unto the ſtate of Venice, 
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Which I do call my cautions; and, Sir, which 

I mean (in hope of penſion) to propound a 
To the great council, then unto the forty, 

So to the ten. My means are made already —— 

Peregrine. By whom ? 

Politic. Sir, that though his place b' obſcurc, 

Yet he can ſway, and they will hear him. He's 
A Commandadore. Peregrine. What, a common ſerjeant ? 

Politic. Sir, ſuch as they are, put it in their mouths 
What they ſhould ſay, ſometimes, as well as greater. 2 
J think I have my notes to ſhew you—Peregrine. Good Sir, 

Politic. But you ſhall ſwear unto me, on your gentry, 
Not to anticipate—Peregrine. I, Sir, Politic. Nor reveal 
A circumſtance—my paper is not with me. f 

Peregrine, O, but you can remember, Sir. Politic. My 
Concerning tinder-boxes. You muſt know | firſt u 
No family is here without its box: 3 
Now, Sir, it being ſo portable a thing, 

Put caſe, that you or I were ill affected 

Unto the ſtate, Sir, with it in our pockets, 
Might not I go in to the arſenal, 

Or you, come out again, and none the wiſer ? 

Peregrine. Except your ſelf, Sir. Politic. Go to then. 1 
Advertiſe to the ſtate, how fit it were, [therefor 
That none but ſuch as were known patriots, 

Sound lovers of their country, ſhould be ſuffer' d 

T* enjoy them in their houſes; and even thoſe 

Seal'd at ſome office, and at ſuch a bigneſs 

As might not lurk in pockets. Peregrine. Admirable! 

Politic. My next is, how t'enquire and be reſolv'd, 

By preſent demonſtration, whether a ſhip, 

Newly arriv'd from Soria, or from 

Any Pifpected part of all the Levant, 

Be guilty of the plague: and where they uſe 

To lie out forty, fifty days ſometimes, 

About the Lazaretto, for their trial, 

7'll fave that charge and loſs unto the merchant, 

And in an hour clear the debt. Peregrine. Indeed, Sir! 

Politic. Or—T will loſe my labour. 

Peregrine. My faith, that's much. ; 

Politic. Nay, Sir, conceive me. *Twill coſt me in onions, 
Some thirty Livres—Peregrine. Which is one pound ſterling: 
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Politic. Beſide my water-works : for this I do, Sir, 
irſt, I bring in your ſhip twixt two brick-walls, 
zut thoſe the ſtate ſhall venture ;) on the one 
ſtrain me a fair tarpaulin, and in that 
ſtick my onions, cut in halfs; the other 
s full of loop-holes, out at which ] thruſt 
he noſes of my bellows; and thoſe bellows 
keep, with water-works, in perpetual motion, 
ich is the eaſieſt matter of a hundred.) 
ow, Sir, your onion, which doth naturally 
ttract th' infection, and your bellows blowing 
he air upon him, will ſhew (inſtantly) / 
y his chang'd colour, if there be contagion, 
r elſe remain as fair as at the firſt. 
ow 'tis known, tis nothing. Peregrine. You are right, Sir, 
Politic. I would I had my note. Peregrine. Faith, fo 
would I: | | | 
Mut you ha' done well for once, Sir. Politic. Were I falſe, 
r would be made ſo, I could ſhew you reaſons | 
ow I could ſell this ſtate now to the Turk, 
ite of their gallies, or their—Peregrine. Pray you, Sir Politic. 
= Politic. I have em not about me. Peregrine. That I fear'd. 
hey are there, Sir. Politic. No, this is my. diary, 
herein I note my actions of the day. | 
W Peregrine. Pray you, let's ſee, Sir. What is here? Notandum. 
rat had gnaw'd my ſpur-leathers; notwithſtanding, 
put on new, and did go forth: but firſt 
threw three beans over the threſhold... Ttem 
vent and bought two tooth-picks, whereof one 
burſt immediately, in a diſcourſe | 
With a Dutch merchant, bout Ragion del Stato. 
rom him I went, and paid a Muccinigo 
or piercing my filk ſtockings; by the way 
cheapned ſprats; and at St. Mark's I urin'd. - 
Faith theſe are polite notes! Politic. Sir, I do ſlip 
o action of my life thus, but I quote it. 
* Believe me, it is wiſe! Politic. Nay, Sir, read 
orth. 
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FO MEA 


LADY, NANO, WOMEN, POLITIC, PEREGRINE 


Lady. W H E RE ſhould this looſe knight be trow ? Gf 
Nano. Why; then he's faſt. [he's house 
Lady. I, he plays both with me. 1 

I pray you ſtay. This heat will do more harm 

To my complexion, than his heart is worth. 

(I do not care to hinder, but to take him.) E 

How it comes off! Women. My maſter's yonder. Lady. When 
Women. With.a young gentleman. _ +7 
Lady. That ſame's the party! 

In man's apparel. Pray you, Sir, jog my knight: 

I will be tender to his reputation, | 

However he demerit. Politic. My lady! Peregrine. When 
Palitic. *Tis ſhe indeed, Sir; you ſhall know her. She 

Were ſhe not mine, a lady of that merit, ' | 

For faſhion and behaviour; and for beauty s 

I durſt compare—Peregrine. It ſeems: you are not jealous, 

That dare commend her. Politic. Nay, and for diſcourſ 
Peregrine. Being your wife, ſhe cannot miſs that. Poli 

Madam, 5 | 

Here is a gentleman, pray you uſe him fairly; 

He ſeems a youth, but he is Lady. None. Politic. Yes, ol 

Has put his face as ſoon into the world | | 
Lady. You mean, as early? but to day? Politic. How's th 
Lady. Why in this habit, Sir, you apprehend me, | 

Well, maſter Would-be, this doth not become you; 

I had thought, the odour, Sir, of your good name 

Had been more precious to you; that you would not 

Have done this dire maflacre on your honour; 

One of your gravity, and rank beſides ! 

But knights, I ſee, care little for the oath 

They make to ladies; chicfly, their own ladies. 

Politic. Now, by my ſpurs, (the ſymbol of my knight-hood 
(Peregrine. Lord, how his brain is humbled for an oath: 
Politic. I reach you not. Lady. Right, Sir, your polis 

May bear it through thus. Sir, a word with you. 
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ith any gentlewoman, or to ſeem 
orward or violent (as the courtier ſays) 
t comes too near ruſticity in a lady, 
Vhich I would ſhun by all means; and however 
may deferve from Mr. Jould-be, yet 
have one fair gentlewoman thus be made 
Th unkind inſtrument to wrong another, 
ind one ſhe knows not, I, and to perſevere; 
Wn my poor judgment, is not warranted 
rom being a /ol#ci/m in our ſex, 
not in manners. Peregrine. How is this! Politic. Sweet 
madam, 
Wome nearer to your aim. Lady. Marry, and I will, Sir. 
Wince you provoke me with your impudence, 
ad laughter of your Land-Siren here, 
our Sporus, your Hermaphrodite — Peregrine. What's here? 
octic fury, and hiſtoric ſtorms |! 
Politic. The gentleman, believe it, is of worth, 
nd of our nation. Lady. I, White-Friars nation. 
ome, I bluſh for you, Maſter Would-be, I; 
nd am aſham'd you ſhould ha' no more forehead, 
Than thus to be the patron, or St. George, 
To a lewd harlot, a baſe fricatrice, 
female devil, in a male out-fide. Politic. Nay, 
ind you be ſuch a one, I muſt bid adieu 
To your delights. The caſe appears too liquid. 
W Lady. I, you may carry't clear, with your ſtate-face! 
But for your carnival concupiigence, 
Vho here is fled for liberty of conſcience, 
rom furious perſecution of the marſhal, 
er will I diſc'ple. Peregrine. This is fine, i' faith! 
And do you uſe this often? is this part 
Of your wits exerciſe, gainſt you have occaſion ! 
ladam — Lady. Go to, Sir. 
Peregrine. Do you hear me, lady ? 
Vhy, if your knight hath ſent you to beg ſhirts, 
Ur to invite me home, you might have done it 
1 nearer way by far. Lady. This cannot work you 
Vut of my ſnare. Peregrine. Why? am I in it, then? 
ndeed your huſband told me you were fair, 
nd fo you are; only your noſe enclines 
I 
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(That fide that's next the ſun) to the queen-apple. 
Lady. This cannot be endur'd, by any patience. 


SIS 0 n 7 * * 
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MOS CA, LADY, PEREGRINE, 


Moſca. WHA T's the matter; madam ? Lady. If the ſenat 
Right not my queſt in this, I will proteſt *em 
To all the world, no Ariſtocracy. 
Moſca. What is the injury, hay; Lady. Why, the ca 
You told me of, here I have tane diſguis'd. 
Maſca. Who: this? what means your ladyſhip ? the creatur 
I-mention'd to you, is apprehended, now, 
Before the ſenate; you ſhall ſee her—Lady. Where ? 3 
Moſca. I'll bring you to her. This young gentleman, 
I ſaw him land this morning at the port. 7 
Lady. Is't poſſible! how was my judgment wander'd! 
Sir, I muſt, bluſhing, = to you, I have err'd; 3 
And plcad your pardon. Peregrine. What, more changes yet 
Lady. J hope yo' ha' not the malice to remember 
A gentlewoman's paſſion. If you ſtay 
In Venice here, pleaſe you to uſe me, Sir —— 
Maſca. Will you go, madam? 
Lady. Pray you, Sir, uſe me: in faith. 
The more you ſee me, the more I ſhall conceive 
You have forgot our quarrel, Peregrine. This is rare! 
Sir Politic WWould-be! No, Sir Politic Baud ! 
To bring me thus acquainted with his wife! 
Well, wiſe Sir Politic, ſince you have practis'd thus 
Upon my treſhman-ſhip, I'll try your ſalt-head, 
What proof it is LAs a counter-plot. 
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SF 0LTORE, CORBACCIO, CORVINO, MOSCA. 1 

L Voltore. WE LL, now you know the carriage of the 9 

our conſtancy is all that is requir'd [ buſineſs, 1 
ö 


nto the ſafety of it. Moſca. Is the lie 
fely convey d amongſt us? is that ſure ? 
ows every man his burden ? 
Corvino. Yes. Moſca. Then ſhrink not. 
Cirvino. But knows the advocate the truth? Meſca. O, Sir, 
no means, I devis'd a formal tale, 
hat ſalv'd your reputation. But be valiant, Sir. 
Crvino. I fear no one but him, that this his pleading 
ould make him ſtand for a co-heir—Myſca. Co-halter ! 
Nang him, we will but uſe his tongue, his noiſe, 
ve do croakers here. Corvino. I, what ſhall he do? 
Moſca. When we ha' done, you mean? 

= Corvin. Yes. Moſca. Why, we'll think: 
Jen him for Mummia, he's half duſt already. 
= you not ſmile, to ſee this Buffalo [ To Voltore. 
v he doth ſport it with his head? J ſhould 
all were well, and paſt. Sir, only you [To Corbaccio. 
e he that ſhall enjoy the crop of all, 
d theſe not know for whom they toil. Corbaccio. T, peace. 
Maſca. But you ſhall eat it. [ To Corvino. 
ach worſhipful Sir, [Then to Voltore again. 
rcury fit upon your thundering tongue, 
the French Hercules, and make your language 
conquering as his club, to beat along 
s with a tempeſt) flat, our adverſaries; [done. 
t much more yours, Sir. Voltore. Here they come, ha” 
Moſca. J have another witneſs, if you need, Sir, 
an produce, Voltore. Who is it? Moſca. Sir, I have her, 
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AVOCATORI 4. BONARIO, CELIA, voL TORE, 
CORBACCIO, CORVINO, MOSCA, NOTARI0E 
COMMENDADORI. | 


TI TOE >: ons 
* — 
* 


THE like of this the ſenate never heard of. Z 
Avocatori 2. Twill come moſt ſtrange to them, when ni 
report it. | 2 
Avocatori. 4. The gentlewoman has been ever held i 
Of unreproved name. Avocatori 3. So the young man. Mi=rdo: 
Avocatori 4. The more unnatural part that of his fathe nd | 
Avocatori 2. More of the huſband. Awvocatori 1. I hat e 
know to give | 
His act a name, it is ſo monſtrous ! f that 
Avuocatori 4. But the impoſtor, he is a thing created 
T' exceed example! Avocatori 1. And all after- times! 
Avocatori 2. I never heard a true voluptuary 
Deſcrib'd, but him. Avocatori 3. Appear yet thoſe wet 
Notario. All but the old Magnifica, Volpone. L eitel 
Avocatori 1. Why is not he here? 
Moſca. Pleaſe your fatherhoods, 
Here is his advocate: himſelf's ſo weak, 
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So feeble Awocatori 4. What are you? Nearin 
Bonario. His paraſite, Vhich 
His knave, his pandar: I beſcech the court, nd gri 
He may be forc'd to come, that your grave eyes reſery: 
May bear ſtrong witneſs of his ſtrange impoſtures. Prowin 
Voliore. Upon my faith and credit, with your virtues, Lo dif 
He is not able to endure the air. Advoce 
Avocatori 2. Bring him, however. Voltor 
Avocatori 3. We will ſee him. Avocatori 4. Fetch hit hat ca 
Voltore. Your fatherhoods fit pleaſures be obey'd; ut, as 
But jure, the ſight will rather move your pities, aving 
Than indipnation: may it pleaſe the court, o him 
In the mean time, he may be heard in me. point 
I know this place moſt void of prejudice, | cannc 
And there crave it, ſince we have no reaſon reparin 


Jo tcar our truth ould hurt our cauſe. ut red 
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Avocatori 3. Speak free. 

Voltore. Then know, moſt honoured fathers, J muſt now 
{cover to your ſtrangely abuſed ears 

he moſt prodigious and moſt frontleſs piece 

f ſolid impudence, and treachery 

hat ever vicious nature yet brought forth 

o ſhame the ſtate of Venice. This lewd woman 
hat wants no artificial looks, or tears, 

Yo help the vizor ſhe has now put on) 

1th long been known a cloſe adultereſs 

Jo chat laſcivious youth there; not ſuſpected, 
ay, but known, and taken in the act 

ich him; and by this man, the eaſie huſband, 
Wardon'd; whoſe timely bounty makes him now 
and here, the moſt unhappy, innocent perſon 

hat ever man's own goodneſs made him accus'd. 
or theſe not knowing how to owe a gift 

f that dear grace, but with their ſhame; being plac'd 
above all others of their gratitude 

egan to hate the benctit; and, in place 

df thanks, began t' extirp the memory 

f ſuch an act: wherein I pray your fatherhoods 
obſerve the malice, yea, the rage of creatures, 
hiſcover'd in their evils, and what hca:t 

Wich take, even from their crimes. But that anon 
Vill more appear. This gentleman, the father, 
Jearing of this foul fact, with many others, 

Which daily ſtruck at his too tender cars, 

nd griev'd in nothing more than that he could not 
reſerve himſelf a parent, (his ſon's 11s, 

prowing to that ſtrange flood) at laſt decreed 

o diſinberit him. Advocatort 1. Theſe be ſtrange turns! 
Advocatori 2. The young man's fame was ever fair and honeſt. 
Vollore. So much more full of danger is his vice, 
hat can beguile ſo, under ſhade of virtue. 

ut, as I aid, (my honour'd fires) his father 

aving this ſettled purpoſe, (by what means 

o him betray'd, we know not) and this day 
ppointed for the deed ; ; that parricide, 

cannot ſtile him better) hy confederacy 

re eparing this his paramour to be there, 

ut red Vopone's houſe (who was the man, 
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Your fatherhoods muſt underſtand, deſign'd 

For the inheritance) there, ſought his father : 

But with what purpoſe ſought he him, my lords ? 

(I tremble to pronounce it, that a ſon 

Unto a father, and to ſuch a father, 

Should have ſo foul, felonious intent) 

It was to murder him : when, being prevented 

By his more happy abſence, what then did he ? 

Not check his wicked thoughts; no, now new deeds; 

(Miſchief doth ever end where it begins) 

An act of horrour, fathers! he dragg'd forth 

The aged gentleman that had there lien bed-rid 

Three years and more, out ot his innocent couch, 

Naked upon the floor, there left him; wounded 

His ſervant in the face, and with this ſtrumpet, 

The ſtale to his forg'd practice, who was glad 

To be ſo active, (I ſhall here deſire 5 

Your fatherhoods to note by my collections, 

As moſt remarkable) thought at once to ſtop 

His father's ends, diſcredit his free choice 

In the old gentleman, redeem themſelves, 

By laying infamy upon this man, 

To whom with bluſhing, they ſhould owe their lives, 
Avocatori 1. What proofs have you of this? 
Bonario. Moſt honour'd fathers, 

I humbly crave there be no credit giv'n, 

To this man's mercenary tongue. Avocatori 2. Forbear, 
Bonario. His ſoul moves in his fee. 

Avocari 3. O, Sir. Bonario. This fellow, 

For fix Souz more, would plead againſt his maker. 
Avocatori 1. You do forget your ſelf. 

Voltore. Nay, nay, grave fathers, 

Let him have ſcope: can any man imagine 

That he will ſpare his accuſer, that would not 

Have ſpar'd his parent ? 

Avocatori 1. Well, produce your proofs. 

Celia. I would I could forget I were a creature. 

Voltore. Signior Corbaccio. N 
Avocatori 4. What is he? Voltore. The father. 

Avocatori 2. Has he made an oath ? 

Notario. Yes. Corbaccio. What muſt I do now? 


Netario. Your teſtimony's crav'd, 
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Corłaccio. Speak to the knave? 
1 ha' my mouth firſt ſtopt with earth; my heart 
bhors his knowlege: I diſclaim in him. 
Avocatori 1. But for what cauſe ? . 
Corbaccio. The meer portent of nature: 
le is an utter ſtranger to my loins. 
Bonaris. Have they made you to this! 
Corbaccio. I will not hear thee, 
onſter of men, ſwine, goat, wolf, parricide, 
Peak not, thou viper. Bonario. Sir, I will fit down, 
id rather wiſh my innocence ſhould ſuffer, 
han I reſiſt the authority of a father. 
Voltore. Signior Corvino. 
Auocatori 2. This is ſtrange! Avocatori. 1. Who's this? 
Notario. The huſband. Avocatori 4. Is he ſworn ? 
Notario. He is. Avocatori 3. Speak then. 
Cervino. This woman (pleaſe you: fatherhoods) is a whore, 
t moſt hot exerciſe, more than a vartrich, 
pon record—Awvocator: 1. No more. 
Corvino. Neighs like a jennet. 
Netario. Preſerve the honour of the court. Corvino. I ſhall, 
ad modeſty of your moſt reverend ears. 
d yer I hope that I may ſay, theſe eyes 
lave ſeen her glew'd unto that piece of cedar, 
hat fine well timber'd gallant; and that here 
he letters may be read, thorow the horn, 
hat make the ſtory perfect. Moſca. Excellent! Sir, 
Corvino. There is no ſhame in this now, is there? 
Maeſca. None. 
Corvino. Or if I ſaid, I hop'd that ſhe were onward 
0 her damaation, if there be a hell 
preater than whore and woman; a good catholic 
Way make the doubt. 
Avocatori 3. His grief hath made him frantic. 
Avicatori 1. Remove him hence. 
Avocatori 2. Look to the woman. [ She ſwoons. 
Corvino. Rare! prettilyfeign'd! again! 
Auocatori 4. Stand from about her. 
Avocatori. 1. Give her the air. 
Avocatori 3. What can you ſay? Moſca. My wound 
lay't pleaſe your wiſdoms) ſpeaks for me, receiv'd 
Laid of my good patron, when he miſt 
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His ſought-for father, when that well-taught dame 25 
Had her cue giv'n her, to cry out, a rape. no 
Bonario. O, moſt laid impudence! fathers —— ith 
Awvocatori 3. Sir, be ſilent; o, 
You had your hearing free, ſo muſt they theirs. La 
A vuocatori 2. I do begin to doubt th' impoſture here. Av 
Avocatori 4. This woman hath too many moods. ſon 
Voltore. Grave fathers, Cel 
She is a creature of a moſt profeſt Av 
And proſtituted lewdneſs, Corvino. Moſt impetuous ! Bon 
Unſatisfied, grave fathers! Vollore. May her feignings her 
Not take your wiſdoms : but this day the baited Avi 
A ſtranger, a grave knight, with her looſe eyes, Velt 
And more laſcivious kiſſes. This man ſaw em he te 
Together on the water, in a Gondola. und p 
Moſca. Here is the lady her ſelf, that ſaw 'em too, cc he: 
Without; who then had in the open ſtreets he ri 
Purſu'd them, but for ſaving her knight's honour. he g1 
Avocatori 1. Produce that lady. heſe 
Avocatori. 2. Let her come. Avocatori 4. Thoſe thing, ovet ; 
They ſtrike with wonder. Avocatori 3. I am turn'd a ſtone LM 
| crha 
J 25 
F _ 
| toi 
1 put hin 
MOS Cà, LADY, AVOCATORI, etc. The ra 
| ind he 
BE reſolute, madam. Lady. I, this ſame'is ſhe. W und 
Out, thou chamelion harlot; now thine eyes e tha] 
Vie tcars with the Hyaena : dar'ſt thou look s ſhe } 
Upon my wronged face? I cry your pardons, „ my 
I fear I have (forgettingly) tranſgreſt icts of 
Againſt the dignity of the court Avocatori 2. No, m madu lay pa 
Lady. And been exorbitant ut Owe 
Auccatori 2. You have not, lady. BY him 
Avocatori 4. Theſe proofs are ſtrong. irc ſafe 
Lady. Surely, I had no purpoſe With 1, 
To ſcandalize your honours, or my ſexes. 8 
Avocatori 3. We do believe it. Pr, it u 
Lady. Surely, you may believe it. bt 1elt 


Avocatori 2. Madam, we do. J TATE] 
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Lady. Indeed you may, my breeding 

s not ſo coarſe—Avocator: 4. We know it. Lady. To offend 
ith pertinacy—Avocetori 3. Lady. Lady. Such a preſence! 
lo, ſurely. Avocotori x. We well think it. 

Lady. You may think it. 

Avacatori 1. Let her o'ercome. What witneſſes have you, 
To make good your report! Bonario. Our conſciences. 
Celia. And heaven, that never fails the innocent. 
Avocatori 4. Theſe are no teſtimonies. 

Bonario. Not in your courts, 

here multitude and clamour overcomes. 

Avucatori 1. Nay, then you wax inſolent. 

Voltore. Here, here, [Volpone is brought in as impotent. 
he teſtimony comes, that will convince, | 

ind put to utter dumbneſs their bold tongues. 

ee here, grave fathers, here the raviſher, 

The rider on mens wives, the great impoſtor, 

The grand voluptuary ! do you not think 

Theſe limbs ſhould affect venery ? or theſe eyes 

ovet a concubine? pray you mark theſe hands : 

ire they not fit to ſtroke a lady's breaſt ? 

perhaps he doth difſemble! Bonario. So he does. 

Vi/tore. Would you ha' him tortur'd? 

Bonario. T would have him prov'd. 

Voltore. Beſt try him then with goads, or burning irons ; 
Put him to the ſtrappado: I have heard 

The rack hath cur'd the gout; faith, give it him, 

ind help him of a malady, be courteous. 

il undertake, before theſe honour'd fathers, 

le ſhall have yet as many left diſeaſes, 

s ſhe has known adulterics, or thou ſtrumpets. 

), my moſt equal hearers, if theſe deeds, 

its of this bold and moſt exorbitant ſtain, 

lay paſs with ſufferance, what one citizen 

ut owes the forfeit of his life, yea, fame, 

To him that dares traduce him ? which of you 

fre ſafe, my honour'd fathers? I would aſk 

With leave of your grave fatherhoods) if their plot 

ave any face or colour like truth; 

r, it unto the dulleſt noſtril here, 

It imelt not rank, and moſt abhorred ſlander ? 

| crave your care of this good gentleman, 
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Whoſe life is much endanger'd by their fable; Corb 
And as for them, I will conclude with this, Mo 
That vicious perſons, when they're hot and fleſh'd My 
In impious acts, their conſtancy abounds : Mof 
Damn'd deeds are gone with great confidence. pup 
Auccatori 1. Take 'em to cuſtody, and ſever them. Mef 
Avocatori 2. Tis pity two ſuch prodigies ſhould live. Moſ 
Avocatori 1. Let the old gentleman be return'd with eat d he 
I'm ſorry our credulity wrong'd him. orth 
Awvocatori 4. Theſe are two creatures! toy 
Auocatori 2. J have an carthquake in me. face | lea) 
Avocatori 3. Their ſhame (even in their cradles) fled therM 2 


Avocatori 4. You've done a worthy ſervice to the ſtate, $i, 
In their diſcovery. Avwvocatori 1. You ſhall hear, ere nigh, 
What puniſhment the court decrees upon 'em. 

Voltore. We thank your fatherhoods. 

How like you it? Moſca. Rare. | 

1'1d ha' your tongue, Sir, tipt with gold for this; 
I'ld ha' you be the heir to the whole city; 

The earth I'd ha' want men, ere you want living: 
They're bound to erect your ſtatue in St. Marks. 
Signior Cervino, I would have you go 

And ſhew yourſelf, that you have conquer'd. 

Corvino. Yes. 

Mofca. It was much better that you ſhould profeſs 
Your ſelf a cuckold thus, than that the other 
Should have been prov'd. Corvino. Nay, I conſider'd that; 
Now it is her fault. Meſca. Then it had been yours. 

Corvino. True, I do doubt this advocate ſtill. 

Maſca. I' faith you need not, I dare eaſe you of that care. 

Corvino. I truſt thee, My/ca. 


W 
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Mofca. As your own ſoul, Sir. Corbaccio. Moſca. Page 
Moſca. Now for your buſineſs, Sir. M "= 
Corbaccio. How? ha' you buſineſs ? - 11 | 
Moſca. None elſe, not I, ith f 
Corbaccio. Be careful then. d ry 
Maſca. Reſt you with both your eyes, Sir. Arz 
Corbaccio. Diſpatch it. Moſca. Inſtantly. das 
Corbaccio. And look that all, v 
Whatever, be put in, jewels, plate, monies, 15 Oy 
Houſhold-ſtuff, bedding, curtains. Moſca. Curtain- rings, di. A * 


Only the advocate's fee muſt be deducted. 
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Corbaccio. T'll pay him now; you'll be too prodigal. 
Moſca. Sir, I muſt tender it. Corbaccio. Two Cecchines is 
Myoſca. No. Six, Sir, Corbaccio. Tis too much. [| well. 
Moſca. He talk'd a great while; 

ou muſt conſider that, Sir. Corbaccio. Well, there's three.— 
Moſca. I'll give it him. Corbaccis. Do fo, and there's for thee. 
Moſca. Bountiful bones! what horrid ſtrange offence 
Wd he commit againſt nature, in his youth, 

Worthy this age? You ſee, Sir, how I work 

Wo your ends: take you no notice. Voltore. No, 
leave you. Moſca. All is yours, the devil and all: 
Wood advocate. Madam, T'll bring you home. 

Lady. No, I'll go ſee your patron. 

Moſca. That you ſhall not: 

tell you why. My purpoſe is to urge 

Wy patron to reform his will; and for 

We zeal you have ſhewn to-day, whereas before 

Wu were but third or fourth, you ſhall be now 

Wt in the firſt; which would appear as begg'd, 

you were preſent. Therefor—Lady. You ſhall ſway me. 


cr NE L 
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A) ELL, I am here, and all this brunt is paſt: 
| I ne'er was in diſlike with my diſguiſe 
Il this fled moment; here was good in private; 
t in your public Cave whilſt I breathe. 
bre God, my left leg gan to have the cramp, 
d I apprehended ſtraight ſome power had ſtruck me 
th a dead palſie: well, I muſt be merry, 
d ſhake it off. A many of theſe fears 
ould put me into ſome villanous diſeaſe, 
ould they come thick upon me: I'll prevent em. 
de me a bowl of luſty wine, to fright, 
1s humour from my heart, (hum, hum, hum, ) [He drinks. 
is almoſt gone already: I ſhall conquer. 

K 2 


are. 
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Any device now, of rare ingenious knavery, 

That would poſſeſs me with a violent laughter, I 
Would make me up again. So, fo, ſo, ſo. [ Drinks ag 
This heat is life: 'tis blood by this time: Moſca! ; 
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MOSCA, VOLPONE, NANO, CAS TRONE. 


Myoſca. How now, Sir? does the day look clear again: Pon 
Are we recover'd, and wrought out of error, "2 
Into our way, *to ſce our path before us? 

Is our trade free once more? Volpone. Exquiſite Nofca. Wi 

Maſca. Was it not carried learnedly ? Volpone. And ſtout Not! 
Good wits are greateſt in extremities. 

Moſca. It were a folly, beyond thought, to truſt 
Any grand act unto a cowardly ſpirit : 

You are not taken with it enough, methinks. 

Volpone, O, more than if I had enjoy'd the wench : 
The pleaſure of all woman-kind's not like it. 

Maſca. Why now you ſpeak, Sir. We muſt here be jr 
Here we muſt reſt; this is our maſter- piece: 

We cannot think we go beyond this. Volpone. True, 
Thou haſt plaid thy prize, my precious Moſca. Mſca. Nay, 
To gull the court—Volpone. And quite divert the torrent 
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Upon the innocent. Moſca. Yes, and to make M 
So rare a muſic out of diſcords—Volpone. Right. And 
That yet to me's the ſtrangeſt ! how th' haſt born it! A. 
That theſe (being ſo divided *mongſt themſelves) Val 
Should not ſcent ſomewhat, or in me, or thee, M 
Or doubt their own fide. Moſca. True, they will not ſct *traig 
Too much light blinds 'em, I think. Each of em That 
Ts ſo poſſeſt and ſtuft with his own hopes, Sadly 
That any thing unto the contrary, Of th 
Never ſo true, or never ſo apparent, M1 
Never ſo palpable, they will reſiſt it — | WH 

Volpone. Like a temptation of the devil. Mcſca. Right, & Rave! 
Merchants may talk of trade, and your great S21gniors Lo p 


Ob land that yields well; but if Italy 
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lave any glebe more fruitful then theſe fellows, 
am decciv'd. Did not your advocate rare ? 
Volponc. O (my moſt honour'd fathers, my grave fathers, 
nder correction of your fatherhoods, 
Vhat face of truth is here? If theſe ſtrange deeds 
lay paſs, moſt honour'd fathers—) I had much 2co 
To forbear laughing. Meſca. I ſecri'd to me, you ſweat, Sir, 
Volpone. In troth, I did a little. My2/ca. But confeſs, Sir, 
Vere you not daunted? Velpone. In good faith, I was 
BA little in a miſt, but not rejected; 
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Never but ſtill my ſelf. My/ca. I think it, Sir, i. 
„o (ſo truth help me) I muſt needs ſay this, Sir, f Nl 
und out of conſcience for your advocate, : | 

ie has taken pains, in faith, Sir, and deſerv'd | 51 

In my poor judgment, I ſpeak it under favour, bY 
ot to contrary you, Sir,) very richly — 1 
Vell—to be cozen'd. Volpone. Troth, and I think fo too, 4 
y that I heard him, in the latter end "A 


Meſca. O, but before, Sir: had you heard him firſt 
WDraw it to certain heads, then aggravate, 
Then uſe his vchement figures—T look'd ſtill 
When he would ſhift a ſhirt; and doing this 
Out of pure love, no hope of gain—Volpone. Tis right 
] cannot anſwer him, Moſca, as I would, 
Not yet; but for thy ſake, at thy intreaty, 
vill begin, ev'n now, to vex em all, 
his very inſtant. 
= Mry/ca. Good Sir. Volpone. Call the dwarf 
Ind cunuch forth. 
Maca. Caſtrone, Nano. Nano. Here. 
Volpsne. Shall we have a jig, now? 
Moſca. What you pleaſe, Sir. Volpone. Go, 
F *traight give out about the ſtreets, you two, 
That I am dead; do it with conſtancy, 
F -adly, do you hear? impute it to the grief 
Of this laſt ſlander. 
Mrfca. What do you mean, Sir? Felpone. O, 
1 ſhall have inſtantly my vulture, crow, 
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ſee! 


t ven, come flying hither, (on the news) 
Jo peck for carrion, my ſhe-wolf, and all, 


Greedy, and full of expectation 
Msg. And then to have it raviſh'd from their mouths ? 
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Vol pone. Tis true; I will ha'thee put on a gown, 
And take upon thee, as thou wert mine heir; 
Shew em a will: open that cheſt, and reach bo 
Forth one of thoſe that has che blanks; I'll ſtraight I 
Put in my name. Mſca. It will be rare, Sir. Volpone. I, 
When they ev'n gape, and find themſelves deluded — S 

Moſca. Yes. FVolpaxe. And thou uſe him ſcurvily. 
Diſpatch, get on thy gown. 

Moſca. But what, Sir, if they aſk 
After the body? Folpone. Say it was corrupted. 

Meſca. T'll ſay, it ſtunk, Sir; and was fain t' have it 
Coftin'd up inſtantly, and fent away. 

Volpone. Any thing, that thou wilt. Hold, here's my will. 
Get thee a cap, a count-book, pen and ink, 

Papers afore thee; fit as thou wert taking 

An inventory of parcels : I'll get up 

Behind the curtain, on a ſtool, and hearken; 
Sometime peep over, ſee how they do look, 

With what degrees their blood doth leave their faces ! 
O! 'twill afford me a real meal of laughter. 

Moſca. Your advocate will turn ſtark dull upon it. 

Volpone. It will take off his oratories edge. 

Moſca. But your Clarijjimo, old Round-back, he 
Will crump you, like a hog-louſe, with the touch. 

Volpone. And what Coruias? Moſca. O Sir, look for him, 
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To-morrow morning, with a rope and a dagger, ole 
To viſit all the ſtreets; he muſt run mad. 
My lady too, that came into the court, Co 
To bear falſe-witneſs for your worſllipVlpone. Yes, this 
And kiſs me fore the fathers, when my face Corb, 
Flow'd with oils. his t 
Moſca. And fweat, Sir. Why your gold olpo 
Is ſuch another med'cine, it dries up fine 
All thoſe offenſive ſavours : It trans forms nat I 
The moſt deformed, and reſtores em lovely, . 
As *twere the ſtrange poctical girdle Jove Cetas Carbo 
Could not invent t himſelf a ſhroud more ſubtle Mef C 
To paſs Acrifizs' guards. It is the thing buſi, 
Makes all the world her grace, her youth, her beauty. K. 
Volpone. I think ſhe loves me. My/ca. Who ? the lady, Sir? ow th 
She's jealous of you. Ie{poze. Doſt thou ſay ſo ? Moſca. Hark, 0 th 


There's fomealready. Folpane. Look. Moſca. It is the vulture; 
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; 1 le has the quickeſt ſcent. Felpane. III to my place. 
ou to thy poſture. Meſca. 1 am ſet. Velpeae. But Moſca, 
ay the artificer now, torture em rarely. 


SC N ML 


OLTORE, MOSCA, CORBACCIO, COR VINO, 
LADY, VOLPONE. 


44 


Voltere. HO W now, my Mofea ? ? Meſca. Turky —_— 

V:ltore. Taking an inventory? that is well. 

Moſca. Two ſutes of bedding, tiſſue 

= / ire. Where's the will? . | 

et me read that the while. Cerbaccis. So, ſet me down, 

55 ad get you home. Voltore. Is he come now, to trouble us ? 
Moſca. Of cloth of gold, o more 

Crborels Is it done, Moſca? 

Myoſca. Of ſeveral velvets, eight 

Voltore. J like his care. 

Corbaccio. Doſt thou not hear? 

Corvino. Ha? is the hour come, Moſca? 


olpone. I, now they muſter. [Volpone peeps from bebiud 
a traverſe. 
Corvino. What does the advocate here, 


Br this Corbaccio ? 

8 Crb::cio. What do theſe here? Lady. Moſca ? 
ns thread ſpun ? Moſca. Eight cheſts of linen 
17 pone. O, 

fine dame Vould- be too! Carvize. Moſca, the will, 
What 1 may ſhew it theſe, and nd em hence. 

Moſca. Six cheſts of diaper, four of damaſk—there. 
W Corvoccio, Is that the will? 

Maſca. Down beds and bolſters —Pelpeze. Rare? 

: buſie ſtill. Now they begin to flutter : 

ey never think of me. Look, fee, fee, fee! 


mn, 


ir! ow their ſwift eyes run over the long deed 
k to the name, and to the legacies, 
5 hat is bequeath'd them there 


Meſca. Ten ſutes of hangings —— 
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Volpone. I, i' their garters. Maſca. Now their hopes 
Are at the gaſp. Voltore. Moſca the heir ! Corbaccio. What's that 
Volpone. My advocate is dumb; look to my merchant, 


He has heard of ſome ſtrange ſtorm, a ſhip is loſt, 
He faints, my lady will ſwoon. Old glazen eyes, 
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He hath not reach'd his deſpair yet. Corbaccio. All theſe I 
Are out of hope; I'm ſure the man. Corvino. But Mo- en 
Moſca. Two cabincts - Corv. Is this in earneſt ? H. Vith 
Of ebony—Corvino. Or do you but delude me? re 
Maſca. The other, mother of pearl I am very buſic ith 
Good faith, it 1s a fortune thrown upon me— e to 
Item, One ſalt of agat—not my ſecking. re n. 
Lady. Do you hear, Sir? ofel 
Maſca. A perfum'd box — pray you forbear, rjur 
You ſee I am troubled—made of an onyx—Lady. Tow! you 
Moſca. To-morrow, or next day I ſhall be at leiſure ay, 
To talk with you all. Cor vino. Is this my large hopes iſſuc Volp 
Lady. Sir, I muſt have a fairer anſwer. Mc/ca. Madan nd 
Marry, and ſhall: pray you, fairly quit my houſe. Volts 
Nay, raiſe no tempeſt with your looks; but hcark you, por 
Remember what your ladyſhip offer'd me Its 
To put you in an heir; go to, think on't : Mofl, 
And what you ſaid e' en you beſt madams did hat ? 
For maintenance; and why not you? enough. vere 
Go home, and uſe the poor Sir Politic your knight well, hat a1 
For fear I tell ſome riddles: go, be melancholy. ur ( 
Vol pone. O, my fine devil! Cor vino. Moſca, pray you a word tIp 
Moſca. Lord! will not you take your diſpatch hence yet. d I c 
Methinks (of all) you ſhould have been th' example. t that 


Why ſhould you ſtay here? with what thought, what promiſe 


Hear you? do not you know, I know you an aſs ? 
And that you would molt fain have been a wittol, 
If fortune would have let you? that you were 

A declar'd cuckold, on good terms? This pearl, 
You'll ſay, was yours? Right: this diamond? 
I'll not deny't, but thank you. Much here elſe ? 
It may be ſo. Why, think that theſe good works 
May help to hide your bad: I'll not betray you; 
Although you be but extraordinary 

And have it only in title, it ſufficeth, 

Go home, be melancholy too, or mad. 


Volpone. Rare Moſca! how his villany becomes him 
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1oltore. Certain he doth delude all thoſe for me. 

Corbaccio, Moſca the heir? 

Volpone. O his four eyes have found it. 

Corbaccio. T am cozen'd, cheated, by a paraſite- ſlave; 

Harlot, t haſt gull'd me. Mo/ca. Yes, Sir. Stop your mouth, 

EQ [ ſhall draw the only tooth is left. 

c not you he, that filthy covetous wretch, 

ith the three legs, that here, in hope of prey, 

ve any time this three years ſnuft about, | 

ith your moſt grov'ling noſe, and would have hir'd 

e to the pois'ning of my patron, Sir? 

re not you he that have to-day in court 

ofeſt the diſinheriting of your ſon ? 

Wrjur'd yourſelt; go home, and die, and ſtink ; 

you but croak a ſyllable, all comes out: 

Wy, and call your porters, go, go, ſtink. 

Volpone. Excellent varlet! Voltore. Now, my faithful Moſca, 
find thy conſtancy. Moſca. Sir? 

Voltore. Sincere. Moſca. A table 

porphiry—T mar'le you'll be thus troubleſome. 

Voltore. Nay, leave off now, they are gone. 

8 Moſca. Why? who are you? 

hat? who did ſend for you? O, cry your mercy, 

verend Sir! good faith, I am griev'd for you, 

What any chance of mine ſhould thus defeat 

dur (I muſt needs ſay) moſt deſerving travels: 

t I proteſt, Sir, it was caſt upon me, 

d I could almoſt wiſh to be without it, 

t that the will o'.th' dead muſt be obſerv'd. 

arry, my joy is, that you need it not, 

du have a gift, Sir, (thank your education) 

ill never let you want, while there are men 

ad malice, to breed cauſes. Would I had 

it half the like, for all my fortune, Sir. 

have any ſutes (as I do hope, 

hings being ſo eaſie and direct, I ſhall not) 

vill make bold with your obſtreperous aid, 

onceive me) for your fee, Sir. In mean time, 

u that have ſo much law, I know ha' the conſcience 

ot to be covetous of what is mine, | 


od Sir, I thank you for my place; 'twill help 
L 
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To ſet up a young man. Good faith, you look 
As you were coſtive; beſt go home and purge, Sir. 
Volpone. Bid him eat lettuce well: my witty miſchicf, 
Let me embrace thee. O that I could now 
Transform thee to a Venus !—Moſca, go, 
Straight take my habit of Clariſſimo, 
And walk the ſtreets, be ſeen, torment 'em more: 
We muſt purſue, as well as plot. Who would 
Have loſt this feaſt? Moſca. I doubt it will loſe them. 
Volpone. O, my recovery ſhall recover all. 
That I could now but think on ſome diſguiſe 
To meet em in, and aſk em queſtions: 
How I would vex em ſtill at every turn? 
Moſca. Sir, I can fit you. 
Volpono. Canſt thou? Moſca. Yes, I know 
One o' the Commandatori, Sir, ſo like you; 

Him I will ſtraight make drunk, and bring you his habit 
Volpone. A rare diſguiſe, and anſwering thy brain ! 
O, I will be a ſharp diſeaſe unto 'em. 

Moſca. Sir, you mult look for curſes 
VeIpone. Till they burſt; 
The Fox fares ever beſt when he is curſt. 


S C.E N E IX, 
PEREGRINE, MERCATORI 3. WOMAN, POLITI 


Peregrine. AM I enough diſguis'd? Mercatori 1. I warratt 


| y on. Per 
Peregrine. All my ambition is to fright him only. wu 
Mercatori 2. If you could ſhip him away, 'twere excellem er P 
Mer. 3. To Zant, or to Aleppo? Per. Yes, and ha'his rau. 
Adventures put i' th' Book of Voyages, Pol 
And his gull'd ſtory regiſtred for truth. ge” 
Well, gentlemen, when I am in a while, wu 
And that you think us warm in our diſcourſe, pod ] 
Know your approaches. Mercatori 1. Truſt to our care. or di 
Peregrine. Save you, fair lady. Is Sir Politic within! P 1 
Woman. I do not know, Sir. Peregrine. Pray you, 6! 
Here is a merchant, upon carneſt buſineſs, 25 
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Deſires to ſpeak with him. 

3 /oman. I will fee, Sir. Peregrine. Pray you. 
ſee the family is all female here. 

Woman. He ſays, Sir, he has weighty affairs of ſtate, 
EFT hat now require him whole; ſome other time 

Nou may poſſeſs him. Peregrine. Pray you ſay again, 
r thoſe require him whole, theſe will exact him, 
hereof I bring him tidings. What might be 
is grave affair of ſtate now? how to make 

olognian ſauſages here in Venice, ſparing 

ne o' th' ingredients. Woman. Sir, he ſays, he knows 
By your word, Tidings, that you are no ſtateſman, 
ind therefor wills your ſtay. 

Peregrine. Sweet, pray you return him; 
have not read ſo many proclamarions, 
nd ſtudied them for words, as he has done; 
Wut—here he deigns to come. Politic. Sir, I muſt crave 
our courteous pardon. There hath chanc'd (to day) 
nkind diſaſter *twixt my lady and me, 

Ind I was penning my apology 
Vo give her ſatisfaction, as you came now. 
8 Peregrine. Sir, I am griev'd, I bring you worſe diſaſter 
WT he gentleman you met at th' port to-day, 
W hat told you, he has newly arriv'd - Politic. I, was 
W fugitive punk? Peregrine. No, Sir, a ſpy ſet on you; 
Ind he has made relation to the ſenate, 
W hat you profeſt to him to have a plot 
Z ſell the ſtate of Venice to the Turk. 

Politic. O me! 

Peregrine. For which, warrants are ſign'd this time, 
To apprehend you, and to ſearch your ſtudy 
For papers Politic. Alas, Sir, I have none, but notes, 
Prawn out of play-books—Peregrine. All the better, Sir. 
| Politic. And ſome eſſays. What ſhall I do ? Pere. Sir, beſt 
onvey your ſelf unto a ſugar-cheſt, 
Pr, if you would lie round, a frail were rare, 

ind I could ſend you abroad. Politic. Sir, I but talk'd fo, 
For diſcourſe-ſake meerly. They knock without, 
Peregrine. Hark, they are there. 

Politic. Jam a wretch, a wretch. 

Peregrine. What will you do, Sir ? 
a you nc'er a curran- butt to leap into 
L 2 
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They'll put you to the rack, you muſt be ſudden. = 1M 
Politic. Sir, I have an ingine M 
(Mercatori 3. Sir Politic Would- e? 8 
Mercatori 2. Where is he?) Pe 
Politic. That I have thought upon before time. P. 


Per. What is it? Pol. (I ſhall ne'er endure the torture.) 
Marry, it is, Sir, of a tortoiſe-ſhell, 
Fitted for theſe extremities: pray you, Sir, help me, 
Here, I have a place, Sir, to put back my legs, 
(Pleaſe you to lay it on, Sir) with this cap, 
And my black gloves. I'II lie, Sir, like a tortoiſe, 
Till they are gone. Peregrine. And call you this an ingine! 
Politic. Mine own device 
Good Sir, bid my wife's woman 
To burn my papers. [They ruſh i 
Mercator: 1. Where's he hid? Mercatori 3. We muſt 
And will ſure find him. | 
Mercatori 2. Which is his ſtudy? Mercatori x. What 
Are you, Sir? Peregrine. 1 am a merchant, that came here 
To look upon this tortoiſe ? 
Mercatori 3. How! Mercatori 1. St. Mark! 
What beaſt is this? Peregrine. It is a fiſh. 
Mercatori 2. Come out here. 


The | 


Per. Nay, you may ſtrike him, Sir, and tread upon hin Vell 
He'll bear a cart. No m 
Mercatori 1. What, to run over him? Peregrine. Yes, V ” 0! 
Mercatori 3. Let's jump upon him. Val 
Mercatori 2. Can he not go? Peregrine. He creeps, Si. ity tl 
Mercatori 1. Let's ſee him creep. My m 
Peregrine. No, good Sir, you will hurt him. What 
Mercatori 2. (Heart) I'll fee him creep, or prick his gl out 
Mercatori 3. Come out here. I'll ms: 
Peregrine. Pray you, Sir, (creep a little.) Except 
Mercatori 1. Forth. Audrog 
Mercatori 2. Yet farther. Peregrine. Good Sir, (eretp M/ 


Mercatori 2. We'll ſee his legs. [They pull off his f 
Mercatori 3. Gods ſo, he has garters! and diſcover bi 
Mercatori 1. I, and gloves! Mercatori 2. Is this 
Your fearful tortoiſe ? Peregrine. Now, Sir Politic, we are cv! 
For your next project I ſhall be prepared: 
Jam ſorry for the funeral of your notes, Sir. 
Mercatori 1. Twere a rare motion to be ſeen in Feet. 
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Mercatori 2. I, i' the term! 

Mercatori x. Or Smithfield in the fair. 

Mercatori 2. Methinks 'tis but a melancholy fight. 
Peregrine. Farewell, moſt politic tortoiſe. 

Politic. Where's my lady? 

Knows ſhe of this? Voman. I know not, Sir. Politic. Enquire. 
, I ſhall be the fable of all feaſts, 

TT he freight of the Gazetti, ſhip-boys tale; 

And, which is the worſt, even talk for ordinaries ! 
//oman. My lady's come moſt melancholy home, 

and 1ays, Sir, ſhe will ſtraight to ſea, for phyſic. 
Politic. And I, to ſhun this place and clime for ever, 
reeping with houſe on back, and think it well 

Jo ſhrink my poor head in my politic ſhell. 
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SCENE V. 


VOLPONE, MOS Ca. 


The firſt in the habit of a Commandatore; the other of a 
Clariſſimo X 
Volpone. AM I then like him? Meſca. O, Sir, you are he: 
No man can ſever you. 
Volpone. Good. Moſca. But what am I? 
Volpone. * Fore heaven, a brave Clariſſimo, thou becom'ſt it. 
ity thou wert not born one. Moſca. If I hold 
My made one, 'twill be well. Volpone. I'll go and ſee 
What news firſt at the court. Meſca. Do ſo. My fox 
gur ls out on his hole, and ere he ſhall re-enter, 
l' make him languiſh in his borrow'd caſe, 
Except he come to compoſition with me: 
Anlrogynn, Caſtrone, Nano. All. Here. 
Myſca. Go recreate your ſelves abroad; go ſport. 
do, now I have the keys, and am poſſeſt. 
Since he will needs be dead afore his time, 
I'll bury, or gain by him. I am his heir, 
And fo will keep me, till he ſhare at leaſt. 
To cozen him of all, were but a cheat 
Well plac'd; no man would conſtrue it a fin: 
eue his ſport pay for't; this is call'd the fox-trap. 
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CORBACCIO, CORVINO, VOLPONE., 


Corbaccio. T HE I ſay, the court is ſet. Corvino. Vi 
muſt maintain "4 
Our firſt tale good, for both our reputations. # 
Corbaccio. Why? mine's no tale: my ſon would there ha: 
kill'd me. . 
Corvino. That's true, I had forgot; mine is, I am ſure 
But for your will, Sir. Corbaccio. I, I'll come upon him 
For that hereafter, now his patron's dead. 
Volpone. Signior Corvino! and Corbaccio! Sir, 
Much joy unto you. Corvino. Of what? 
Volpone. The ſudden good 
Dropt down upon you Corbaccio. Where? 
Velpone. (And none knows how, ) 
From old Volpone, Sir. Corbaccio. Out, arrant knave. 
Volpone. Let not your too much wealth, Sir, make 
ou furious. Corbaccio. Away, thou varlet. 
Volpone. Why, Sir? Corbaccta; Doſt thou mock me? 
Volpone. You mock the world, Sir ; 
Did you not chanye wills ? 
| Corbaccio. Out, harlot. Volpone. O! belike you are the man, 
. Signior Corvino? Faith, you carry it well; 
You grow not mad withal: I love your ſpirit; 
You are not over-leaven'd with your fortune. 
You ſhould ha' ſome would ſwell now, like a wine-fat 
With ſuch an autumn—did he gi' you all, Sir? 
Corvino. Avoid, you raſcal. 
Volpone. Troth, your wife has ſhewn 
Herſelf a very woman: but you are well, 
You need not care, you have a good eſtate, 
To bear it out, Sir, better by this chance: 
Except Corbaccis have a ſhare. Corbaccio. Hence, varlet. 
Volpone. You will not be a known, Sir; why, tis wilc. 
Thus do all gameſters, at all games, diſſemble. 
No man will ſcem to win. Here comes my vulture, 


Heaving his beak up i' the air, and ſnuſſing. 


SCENE VI 


VOLTORE, VOLPONE, 


pyoliore. OUT-STRIPT thus, by a paraſite, a ſlave ? 

Pould run on errands, and make legs for crumbs ? 

Pell, what I'll do— 

Volpone. The court ſtays for your worſhip. 

en rejoice, Sir, at your worſhip's happineſs, 

Jad that it fell into fo learned hands, 

ur hat underſtand the fingering — 

mM WE 7ltore. What do you mean? 

Volpone. I mean to be a ſuitor to your worſhip, 

For the ſmall tenement, out of reparations, 

IT hat at the end of your long row of houſes, 

Wy the Piſcaria: it was in Volpone's time, 

Tour predeceſſor, ere he grew diſeas'd, 

handſom, pretty, cuſtom'd bawdy-houſe, 

any was in Venice, (none diſprais'd) 

ut fell with him; his body and that houſe 

Necay'd together. 

Voltore. Come, Sir, leave your prating. 
Volpono. Why, if your worſhip give me but your hand, 

That I may ha' the refuſal, I have done. 

Tis a meer toy to you, Sir, candle-rents, 

s your learn'd worſhip knows — 

Voltore. What do I know? 

Volpone. Marry, no end of your wealth, Sir; God decreaſe 

| it. | 

Voltore.  Mitaking knave! what, mock'ſt thou my misfor- 
tune? 

Volpone. His bleſſing on your heart, Sir; would 'twere 

\ow to my firſt again, at the next corner.) [more 
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CORBACCIO, CORVINO, (MOSCA paſt) VOLPOX: 


Corbaccio. SEE, in our habit! ſee the impudent varlt' 
Corvino. That I could ſhoot mine eyes at him, like gu- 
Folpone. But is this true, Sir, of the paraſite? ([ ſtons WH; 
Corbaccio. Again, t afflict us? monſter! I 
Volpone. In good faith, Sir, 
I am heartily griev'd, a beard of your grave length 
Should be ſo over-reach'd. I never brook'd 
That paraſite's hair; methought this noſe ſhould cozen: 
There ſtill was ſomewhat, in his look, did promiſe 
The bane of Clariſſimo. Corbaccio. Knave—Volpone. Methink 
Yet you, that are fo traded i' the world, 
A witty merchant, the fine bird, Corvino, 
That have ſuch mortal emblems on your name, 7p 
Should not have ſung your ſhame, and dropt your checſe, yrhis 
To let the fox laugh at your emptineſs. bv 
Corvino. Sirrah, you think the privilege of the place, 
And your red faucy cap, that ſeems (to me) F 
Nail'd to your jolt-head, with thoſe two Cecchines, Eris! 
Can warrant your abuſes; come you hither. wel 
Volpone. You ſhall perceive, Sir, I do know your valo Wir... 
Since you durſt publiſh what you are, Sir. Corvino. Tam, 
Tid ſpeak with you. Volpone. Sir, Sir, another time — 
Coruino. Nay, now. 
. Volpone. O God, Sir! I were a wiſe man, 
Would ſtand the fury of a diſtracted cuckold. 
Corbaccio. What, come again? [Moſca walks by th AVO 
Volpone. Upon em, Moſca ; ſave me. 


Corbaccio. The air's infected where he breathes. BC 
Corvino. Let's fly him. VC 
Vol pone. Excellent baſiliſæ! turn upon the vulture. 
Ao 
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VOLTORE, MOS CA, VOLPONE, 


Voltorc. WELL, fleſh-fly, it is ſummer with you now; 
Pour winter will come on. Meſca. Good advocate, 
er'ythee not rail, nor threaten out of place thus; 

a hou'lt make a ſolæciſm (as madam ſays.) 

Met you a biggen more; your brain breaks looſe. 

= Voltore. Well, Sir. 

Volpone. Would you ha' me beat the inſolent ſlave ? 

ET hrow dirt upon his firſt good clothes? Voltore. This ſame 
WY: doubtleſs ſome familiar. Volpone. Sir, the court, 

Wn troth, ſtays for you; I am mad, a mule, 

What never read Juſtinian, ſhould get up, 

And ride an advocate. Had you no quirk 

Fo avoid gullage, Sir, by ſuch a creature ? 

hope you do but jeſt; he has not don't: 

WT his's but confederacy, to blind the reſt. 

ou are the heir? Voltore. A ſtrange, officious, 

WI roubleſome knave ! thou doſt torment me. Volp. I know— 
Wt: cannot be, Sir, that you ſhould be cozen'd; 

& Tis not within the wit of man to do it; 

ou are ſo wiſe, ſo prudent; and 'tis fit 

lou WT hat wealth and wiſdom ſtill ſhould go together. 


EX. 


thr RVO CATORI 4. NOTARIO, COMMANDADORI, 
BONARIO, CELIA, CORBAC CIO, CORVINO, 
VOLTORE, VOLPONE, 


Avuocatori 1. ARE all the parties here? Notario. All but the 
Avocatori 2. And here he comes. [ advocate. 
Avecatori 1. Then bring em forth to ſentence. 

Voltore. O, my moſt honour'd fathers, let your mercy 


- Who now is dead—Avocatori 3. How! Avocatori 3. Is 1 . 
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Once win your juſtice, to forgive — 
I am diſtracted — 
Volpone. (What will he do now?) Voltore. O, 
I know not which t' addreſs my ſelf to firſt, 
Whether your fatherhoods, or theſe innocents — S 
Cervino. Will he betray himſelf? Voltore. Whom equi 
T have abus'd, by my falſe accuſation : =: 
For which, now ſtruck in conſcience, here I proſtrate 
My ſelf at your offended fcet, for pardon, 
Avocatori 1, 2. Ariſe. 53 
Celia. O heav'n, how juſt thou art! Volpone. T am cau 
I' my own nooſe—Corvino. Be conſtant, Sir: nought nov 
Can help, but impudence. | +1 
Avocatori 1. Speak forward. Commandadori. Silence. 
Voltore. It is not paſſion in me, reverend fathers, 
But only conſcience, conſcience, my good fires, 
That makes me now tcll truth. That paraſite, 
That knave hath been the inſtrument of all. 
Avocatori Where is that knave? fetch him. 
Volpone. I go. Corvino. Grave fathers, 
This man's diſtracted; he confeſt it now: 
For hoping to be old Volpone's heir, 


WW 
hen 
tot 
Cor vino. Dead fince, grave farhers | mz Fa 
Bonario. O ſure vengeance! Avocatori 1. Stay, nd 1 
Then he was no deceiver. Voltore. O no, none; Welp t. 
The paraſite, grave fathers. Corvino. He does ſpeak on 
Out of meer envy, cauſe the ſervants made W hat, 
The thing he gap'd for: pleaſe your fatherhoods, Nan 
This is the truth, though I'll not juſtifie d bi. 
The other, but he may be ſome- deal faulty. 12 
Voltore. I, to your hopes, as well as mine, Corvius: m fa 
But I'll uſe modeſty. Pleaſeth your wiſdoms uſt | 
To view theſe certain notes, and but confer them; [hat a 
As I hope favour, they thall ſpeak clear truth. y fort 
Corvino. The devil has enter'd him! Bon. Or bides ind my 
Avocatori 4. We have done ill, by a public officer mea 
To ſend for him, if he be heir. Avocatori 2. For who! him 
Avecatori 4. Him that they call the paraſite. Avocatm ither 
Tis true, ſcrew 

He is a man of great eſtate, now left. hen J 
Arccatori 4. Go you, and learn his name, and ſay the c 


f ſome doubts. Avocatori 2. This ſame's a labyrinth! 
Avoc. 1. Stand you upon your firſt report. Corv. My ſtate, 
life, my fame | | 
Bonario. (Where is't?) Corvino. Are at the ſtake. 
Avecatori 1. Is your's fo too? Corbaccio. The advocate's a 
knave, | 

Ind has a forked tongne—(Avoc. 2. Speak to the point.) 
ES Corb. So is the paraſite too. Avoc. 1. This is confuſion. 
Voltore. I do befeech your fatherhoods, read but thoſe. 
Corbaccio. And credit nothing the falſe ſpirit hath writ : 
cannot be, but he is poſſeſt, grave fathers. 
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S. CEME XL. 
OLPONE, NANO, ANDROGYNO, CASTRONE. 


Volponc. TO make a ſnare for mine own neck! and run 
Wy hcad unto it, willfully ! with laughter! 
hen I had newly ſcapt, was free, and clear! 
Wt of meer wantonneſs! O the dull devil 
Was in this brain of mine, when I devis'd it. 
nd Moſca gave it ſecond; he muſt now | 
Ip to ſear up this vein, or we bleed dead. 
Wow now! who let you looſe? whither go you now? 
W hat, to buy giagerbread, or to drown kitlings ? 
Nano. Sir, maſter Moſca call'd us out of doors, 
d bid us all go play, and took the keys. Androgyno. Yes. 
Volpone. Did maſter Moſca take the keys? why, fo! | 
am farther in. Theſe are my fine conceits ! 
uſt be merry, with a miſchief to me! 
[hat a vile wretch was I, that could not bear 
fortune ſoberly ? I muſt ha'my crotchets ! 
d my conundrums ! well, go you, and ſeek him: 
s$ meaning may be truer than my fear. 

him, he ſtreight come to me to the court; 
hither will I, and if't be poſſible, | 

(crew my advocate, upon new hopes: 
ven I provok'd him, then I loſt my ſelf. 
M 2 
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treats his preſence here, but to the clearing ” . 
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AVOCATOR1]I, etc. 


Av. 1. THESE things can ne'er be reconcil'd, he her 

Profeiteth, that the gentleman was wrong'd, 

And that the gentlewoman was brought thither, 

Forc'd by her huſbagd, and there left. Voltore. Moſt true 
Celia. How ready is heaven to thoſe that pray 
Avwvocatori 1. But that 

Volpone would have raviſh'd her, he holds 

Utrerly falſe, knowing his impotence. 

Corvino. Grave tathers, he 1s poſſeſt; again, I ſay, 

Poſleſt : nay, if there be poſſeſſion, 

And obſeſſion, he has both. Avoc. 3. Here comes our officer 
Vol pone. The paraſite will ſtreight be here, grave father. 
Awvgc. 4. You might invent ſome other name, Sir, varlet 
Avocatori 3. Did not the notary mect him? 

Volpone. Not that I know. 

Avocatori 4. His coming will clear all. 

Auocatori 2. Yet it is miſtry. 

Voltore. May't pleaſe your fatherhoods | 
Volpone. Sir, the paralite [Volpone whiſpers the Adu 

Will'd me to tell you, that his maſter lives, 

That you are ſtill the man, your hopes, the ſame; 

And this was only a jeſt | 
Veltore. How? Volpone. Sir, to try 

If you were firm, and how you ſtood affected. 

Voltore. Ar't ſure he lives? | 
Volpone. Do live, Sir? Voltore. O me! 

J was too violent. Volpone. Sir, you may redeem it: 

They ſaid, you were poſſeſt; fall down, and ſeem ſo: 

T'll help to make it good. God bleſs the man! 

[ Voltore fall, 

(Stop your wind hard, and ſwell) ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee! 

He vomits crooked pins! his eyes are ſet, 

Like a dead hare's, hung in a poulterer's ſhop ! 

His mouth's running away! do you ſee, Signior ? 

Now tis in his belly (Corvino. I, the devil!) 
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Volpone. Now in his throat. (Corvino. I, I perceive it plain.) 

Polpone. Twill out, twill outſtand clear. See where it flies, 

ſhape of a blue toad, with bats wings! 

Wo you not ſee it, Sir? Corbaccio. What? I think I do. 

8 Crvino. Tis too manifeſt. 

olponc. Look! he comes t' himſelf! 

Voltore. Where am 1? 

Volpone. Take good heart, the worſt is paſt, Sir. 

cou are diſpoſſeſt. Avocatori 1. What accident is this? 

Av. 2. Sudden, and full of wonder! Av. 3. If he were 

Toſſeſt, as it appears, all this is nothing. 

Corvino. He has been often ſubject to theſe fits. 

8 Av. 1. Shew him that writing: do you know it, Sir? 

Volpone. Deny it, Sir, forſwear it, know it not. 

Voltore. Yes, I do know it well, it it my hand: 

Wt all that it contains, is falſe. Bonario. O practice! 

Av. 2. What maze is this! Av. 1. Is he not guilty then, 
hom you there nam'd the paraſite ? Voltore. Grave fathers, 

Wo more than his good patron, old Volpone., 

Avicatori 4. Why, he is dead? 

Voltore. O no, my honour'd fathers, 

e lives—Awvocatori 1. How? lives? 

Viltore. Lives. Avocatori 2. This 1s ſubtler yet! 

Avocatori 3. You ſaid he was dead. 

Voltore. Never. Avocatori 3. You ſaid ſo. 

Corvino. J heard ſo. 

| Avocatori 4. Here come the gentleman, make him way. 
Avocatori 3. A ſtool. 

Auocatori 4. A proper man, and, were Volpone dead, 

fit match for my daughter. Awvocatori 3. Give him way, 
Volpone. Moſca, IT was a'moſt loſt: the advocate 

ad betray'd all; but now it is rcover'd; 

II's o' the hinge again—ſay, I am living. 

Meſca. What buſie knave is this! moſt reverend fathers, 

ſooner had attended your grave pleaſures, 

t that my order for the funcral 

my dear patron did require me ( Voltore. Moſca !) 
Moſca. Whom I intend to bury like a gentleman. 

Volp. I, quick, and cozen me of all. Avoc. 2. Still ſtranger! 

lore intricate! Awvocatori 1. And come about again! 
Avecatori 4. It is a match, my daughter is beſtow'd. 
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Moſca. Will you gi me half? 

Volpone. Firſt I'll be hang'd. Mofca. I know 
Your voice is good, cry not ſo loud.) Avec 1. Demand 
The advocate: Sir, did not you aſhrm 
Volpone was alive? FVolpone. Yes, and he is; 

This gentleman told me fo, (thou ſhalt have half.) 

Meſca. Whoſe drunkard is the ſame ? 

Speak ſome that know him : 
I never ſaw his face. (I cannot now 


Afford it you ſo cheap. Volp. No?) Awvoc. 1. What ſay vol 
Voltore. The officer told me. Volpone. I did, grave father 


And will maintain he lives, with mine own lite, 
And that this creature told me. (I was born 


With all good ſtars my enemies.) M/. Moſt grave father, 


If ſuch an inſolence as this muſt paſs | 
Upon me, I am filent; 'twas not this 


For which you ſent, I hope. Awvocatori 2. Take him ava 


(Volpone. Moſca!) Avocatori 3. Let him be whipt. 

(Volpone. Wilt thou betray me? 

Cozen me?) Avocatori 3. And taught to bear himſelf 
Toward a perſon of his rank. Avocatori 4. Away. 

Moſca. I humbly thank your fatherhoods. 

Volpone. Soft, ſoft, whipt ? | 
And loſe all that I have? If I confeſs, 

It cannot be much more. Avocatori 4. Sir, are you marrie 

Volpone. They'll be allay'd anon; I muſt be reſolute: 
The fox ſhall here uncaſe. (Maſca. Patron) 

Volpone. Nay, now He puts off his diſgii: 
My ruins ſhall not come alone: your match | 
T'll hinder ſure : my ſubſtance ſhall not glew you, 

Nor ſcrew you into a family. (Moſca. Why patron!) 

Volpone. T am Volpone, and this is my knave; 

This, his own knave: this, avarice's fool: 
This, a chimera of wittal, fool, and knave: 
And reverend fathers, ſince we all can hope 
Nought but a ſentence, let's not now deſpair it. 
You hear me brief, | 

Corvino. May it pleaſe your fatherhoods—Com. Silence 

Arwvocatori 1. The knot is now undone by miracle. 

Awvccatori 2. Nothing can be more clear. 

Avocatori 3, Or can more prove 
Theſe innocent. Avocatori 1. Give them their libertr. 
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Ban. Heaven could not long let ſuch groſs crimes be hid. 
Axuccatori 2. If this be held the high-way to get riches, 
iy I be poor. Avec 3. This's not the gain, but torment, 
7 vc. 1. Theſe poſſeſs wealth, as ſick men poſſeſs tevers, 
iich trulier may be ſaid to poſſeſs them. 

= 4vicatori 2. Diſrobe that paraſite. 

(Cervino. Moſca. Moſt honoured fathers 

BS Av. 1. Can you plcad ought to ſtay the courſe of juſtice ? 
ou can, ſpeak. 

W Corvino. Voltore, We beg favour. Celia. And mercy. 
Avoc. 1. You hurt your innocence, ſuing for the guilty. 
nd forth; and firſt the paraſite. You appear 

have been the chiefeſt miniſter, if not plotter, 

all theſe lewd impoſtures; and now, laſtly, 

ve with your impudence abus'd the court, 

d habit of a gentleman of Venice, 

Sing a fellow of no birth, or blood: 

r which our ſentence is, firſt, thou be whipt; 

en live perpetual priſoner in our gallies. 

Voltore. I thank you for him. 

Meſca. Banc to my wolviſh nature. | 

Avocatori 1. Deliver him to the Safi, Thou Volpone, 
blood and rank a gentleman, canſt not fall 

der like cenſure; but our judgment on thee 

, that thy ſubſtance all be ſtraight confiſcate 

o the hoſpital of the Incurabili. 

nd fince the moſt was gotten by impoſture, 

feigning lame, gout, palſie, and ſuch diſeaſes, 

hou art to lic in priſon, crampt with irons, 

ill thou be'ſt ſick and lame indeed. Remove him, 
Volpone. This is call'd mortifying of a Fox. 

Avocatori 1. Thou Voltore, to take away the ſcandal 
thou haſt given all worthy men of thy profeſſion, 

rc baniſh'd from their fellowſhip, and our ſtatc. 

rbaccio, bring him near. We here poſſeſs 

hy fon of all thy ſtate, and confine thee 

o the monaſtery of San' Spirits ; 

here ſince thou knoweſt not how to live well here, 


Wal 


cc. 


Cmmandadore. You ſhall know anon, vir. 
Avocatori 1. Thou, Corvino, ſhalt 
v. traight embark'd from thine own houſe, and row'd 


hou ſhalt be learnt to die well. Corb. Ha! what ſaid he? 
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He yet doth hope there is no ſuff ring due, 
For any fact which he hath done gainſt you : 
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Round about Venice, through the Grand Canale, 
Wearing a cap, with fair long aſſes ears, 

Inſtead of horns : and ſo to mount (a paper 

Pinn'd on thy breaſt) to the Berlino—Corvino. Yes, 
And have mine eyes beat out with ſtinking fith, 
Bruis'd fruit, and rotten eggs—'tis well. I am glad 

I ſhall not ſce my ſhame yet. Avocatori 1. And to expii! 
Thy wrongs done to thy wife, thou art to ſend her 
Home to her father, with her dowry trebled : 

And theſe are all your judgments. 

(All. Honour'd fathers.) 

Awvoc. 1. Which may not be revok'd. Now you begin 
When crimes are done, and paſt, and to be puniſh'd, 
To think what your crimes are: away with them. 

Let all that ſee theſe vices thus rewarded, 
Take heart, and love to ſtudy em. Miſchiefs feed 
Like beaſts, till they be fat, and then they bleed. 


VO LP ONE 


THE ſeaſoning of a play, is the applauſe. 
Now, though the Fox be puniſn'd by the laws, 


If there be, cenſure him ; here he doubtful ſtands : 
Tf not, fare jovially, and clap your hands. 
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ORT UNE, that favours fools, theſe two ſhort hours 
| We wiſh away, both for your ſakes and ours, : 
Hiding ſpeators ; and deſire in place, 
o th' author juſtice, to our ſelves but grace. 
dur ſcene is London, cauſe we would make known, 
No countries mirth is better than our own : 
Nor clime breeds better matter for your whore, 
Baud, ſquire, impoſter, many perſons more, 
Veſe manners, now cal d humours, feed the flage ; 
And which have ſtill been ſubjeft for the rage 
r ſpleen of comic writers. Tho this pen 
Did never aim to grieve, but better men ; 
Iweer the age he lives in doth endure 
Die vices that ſhe breeds, above their cure. 
ut when the wholeſome remedies are ſweet, 
Aud in their working gain and profit meet, 
e hopes to find no ſpirit ſo much diſeas'd, 
| But will with ſuch fair correctives be pleas'd : 
ſer here he doth not fear who can apply. 
| If there be any that will ſit ſo nigh 
Into the ſtream, to looł what it doth run, 
| They ſeal find things, they ld think, or wiſh, were done 
[ey are ſo natural follies, but ſo ſhown, 
As even the doers may ſee, and yet not own. 


The PEzRSONs of the Pray. 


Subtle, the alchemiſt. 

Face, the houſe-keeper. 

Dol. Common, their colleague. 
Dapper, à clerk. 

Drugger, a tobacco-man. 

Love-wit, maſter of the houſe. 
Epicure Mammon, a knight. 

Surley, a gameſter. 5 
Tribulation, @ paſtor of Amſterdam. 


Ananias, a deacon there. 


EKaſtrill, the angry boy. 
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Jon. LowiN. 
HEN, .CONDEL, 
ALEX. COOKE, 
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The SCENE, LONDON. = 

The principal COMEDIANS were, þ 

Ric, BuRBaDGE. | Jon. HEMMINGS. 15 


WILL. OSTLER. 
Jo. UN DER WOOD. ELI 


Nic. TooL x. Dol 


J 
WILL. EGLESTONE E. 


LLCHEMIST. 


The ARGUMENT, 


T de fickneſs bot, a maſter quit, for fear, 
H is bouſe in town, and left one ſervant there, 
E aſe him corrupted, and gave means to know. 


A Cheater, and his punk ; who, now brought low, 
Leaving their narrow practice, were become 

C os ners at large ; and only wanting ſome 

H ouſe to ſet up, with him they here contract, 

E ach for a ſhare, and all begin to aft. 

M uch company they draw, end much abuſe, 

I n caſting figures, telling fortunes, news, 

8 elling of fies, flat haud ry, with the Stone; 

T ill it, and they, and all in fume are gone. 


ACTL SCENE-L 


FACE, SUBTLE, DOL. COMMON. 


D. ELIEV' T, I will. Subtle. Thy worſt. I fart at thee. 

| Dol. Ha' you your wits? Why, gentlemen! for love— 
Fac. Sirrah, I'll ſtrip you Sub. What to do? lick figs 

at my— Face. Rogue, rogue, out of all your ſleights. 

ol. Nay, look ye, ſovereign, general, are you madmen ? 

tle. O, let the wild ſheep looſe. I'll gum your filks 

b good ſtrong- water, an you come. 


NE. 
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Dol. Will you have . van 
The neighbours hear you? will you betray all? ou 
Hark, I hear ſome body. Face. Sirrah—Subtle. I ſhall wil 
All that the taylor has made, if you approach. 

Face. You moſt notorious whelp, you inſolent ſlave, 
Dare you do this? Subtle. Yes faith, yes faith. Face. Why, wi 
Am I, my mungril? who am I? Subtle. I'll tell you, 
Since you know not yourſelf— Face. Speak lower, rogue 

Subtle. Yes, you were once (time's not long paſt) the go 
Honeſt, plain, livery-three- pound-thrum, that kept 
Your maſter's worſhips houſe here in the Friers, 

For the vacations— Face. Will you be ſo loud? 

Subtle. Since, by my means, tranſlated Suburb-captai, 

Face. By your means, doctor Dog? 

Subtle. Within man's memory, | 
All this I ſpeak of. Face. Why, I pray you, have ! 
Been countenanc'd by you, or you by me? | 
Do but collect, Sir, where I met you firſt, -- 

Subtle. T do not hear well. Face. Not of this, I think 

But I ſhall put you in mind, Sir; at Pie-corner, 
Taking your meal of ſteam in, from cook ſtalls; 


Where, like the father of hunger, you did walk buld 
Piteouſly coſtive, with your pinch'd-horn-noſe, - d 
in's 


And your complexion of the Roman waſh, 
Stuck full of black and melancholic worms, 
Like powder -corns ſhot at th' Artillery yard. 
Subtle. T with you could advance your voice a little. 
Face. When you went pinn'd up in the ſeveral rags | the 
Yo'had rack'd and pick'd from-dunghills, before day; 
Your feet in mouldy ſlippers, for your kibes 
A felt of rug, and a thin thredden cloke, 


That ſcarce could cover your no-buttocks —— e, 0 
Subtle. So, Sir! | | ' de tl 
Face. When all your Alchemy, and your Algebra, d ha) 


Your Minerals, Vegetals, and Animals, | 
Your conjuring, coz'ning, and your dozen of trades, 
Could not relieve your corps with ſo much linen 
Would make you tinder, but to ſee a fire; 

IT ga' you count'nance, credit, for your coals, 

Your ſtills, your glaſſes, your materials; 
Built you a fornace, drew you cuſtomers, 
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oanc'd all your black arts; lent you, beſide, 

ouſe to practiſe in Subtle. Your maſter's houſe ? 
ace. Where you have ſtudied the more thriving ſkill 
bawd'ry fince. Subtle. Yes, in your maſter's houſe. 
Wu and the rats here kept poſſeſſion. 

ke it not ſtrange. I know yo were one could keep 
ze buttry-hatch ſtill lock'd, and fave the chippings, 
the dol-beer to Aqua-vite-men, 

e which, together with your Chriſtmaſs vails 

Poſt and Pair, your letting out of counters, 

de you a pretty ſtock, ſome twenty marks, 

d gave you credit to converſe with cobwebs, 

re, fince your miſtris death hath broke up houſe. 

WF ace. You might talk ſoftlier, raſcal. Sub. No, you Scarabe, 
thunder you in pieces: I will teach you 

w to beware to tempt a fury again, 

at carries tempeſt in his hand and voice. 

Face. The place has mgde you valiant. 

$ubtle. No, your clothes. 

ou vermin, have I tane thee out of dung, 

poor, ſo wretched, when no living thing 

ould keep thee company, but a ſpider, or worſe ? 
is d thee from brooms, and duſt, and watring pots? 
lim'd thee, and exalted thee, and fix'd thee 

e Third Region, call'd our ſtate of Grace? 

rought thee to Spirit, to Duinteſſence, with pains 

duld twice have won me the Philoſophers Work ? 

t thee in words and faſhion, made thee fit 

x more than ordinary fellowſhips ? 

n thee thy oaths, thy quarrelling dimenſions ? 

y rules to cheat at horſe-race, A cards, 

e, or whatever gallant tincture elſe 

de thee a ſecond in mine own great art; 

d have I this for thanks? do you rebel ? 

you fly out i' the Projection? 

ould you be gone now ? 

Dol. Gentlemen, what do you mean? 

1 * mar all? Subtle. Slave, thou hadſt had no name 
Dol. Will you undo yourſelves with civil war ? 

Subtle, Never been known, paſt Equi clibanum, 

e heat of horſe-dung, under ground, in cellars, 

an ale-houſe darker than deaf John's, been loſt 


ink! 
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To all mankind, but laundreſſes, and tapeſters, n 
Had not I been. dr 0 
Dol. Do you know who hears, ſovereign ? ky 
Face. Sirrah ——— bd z 
Dol. Nay, general, I thought you were civil— dh; 


Face. I turn deſperate, if you grow thus loud. du 1 
Subtle. And hang thy ſelf, I care not. 
Face. Hang thee, Collar, 
And all thy pots and pans, in picture, I will, 
Since thou haſt mov'd me 
Dol. (O, this I'll o'erthrow all.) 
Face. Write thee up bawd in Pauls, have all thy trick 


Of coz'ning with a hollow coal, duſt, ſcrapings, bu n 
Searching for things loſt with a fieve and ſhears, ep 
Erecting Figures in your rows of houſes, ere 
And taking in of ſhadows with a glaſs, e Vi 


Told in red letters; and a face cut for thee, tho 
Worſe than Gamaliel Ratſey's. Dol. Are you ſound? 
Ha' you your ſenſes, maſters? Face. I will have 
A book, but barely reckoning thy impoſtures, 
Shall prove a true philoſopher's ſtone, to printers. by 
Subtle. Away, thou trencher-raſcal. 
Face. Out, you dog-leach, 
The vomit of all priſons Dol. Will you be abt] 
Your own deſtructions, gentlemen ? lu ſpew'd out | 
For lying too heavy o' the baſket. 
Subtle. Cheater. Face. Bawd. | hy 
Subtle. Cow-herd. Face. Conjurer. Subtle. Cut-purl. ol. 
Face. Witch. Dol. O me! 
We are ruin'd! loſt! ha'you no more regard pre 
To your reputations? where's your judgment? flight, 
Have yet ſome care of me, o' your republic — 
Face. Away, this brach. I'Il bring thee, rogue, with 
The ſtatute of Sorcery, Triceſimo tertio e. 
Of Harry the eighth: I, and (perhaps) thy neck Vol, 
Within a nooſe, for laundring gold, and barbing it. | 
Dol. You'll bring your head within a cockſcomb, will j% 
| [ She catches out Face's ſword, and br lab 
Subtle's glaſs. 
And you, Sir, with your Menſtrue, gather it up. 
*Sdeath, you abominable pair of ſtinkards, | 
Leave off your barking, and grow one again, 
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, by the light that ſhines, I'll cut your throats. 

not be made a prey unto the marthal, 
dr ne er a ſnarling dog-bolt o' you both. 
you together cozen d all this while, 
ad all he world? and ſhall it now be ſaid, 
have made moſt courteous ſhift to cozen your ſcloes? 
du will accuſe him ? you will bring him in 
Within the Statute? who ſhall take your word? 
whoreſon, upſtart Apocryphal captain, 
hom not a puritan in Black-Friars will truſt 
much as for a feather! and you too 
ill give the cauſe, forſooth ? You will inſult, 
dd claim a primacy in the diviſions ? 
u muſt be chief? as it you only had 
e powder to project with, and the work 
cre not begun out of equality ? | 
e venture Tripartite? All things in common? 
ithout priority? *Sdeath, you perpetual curs, 
| to your couples again, and cozen kindly, 
heartily, and lovingly, as you ſhould, 
d loſe not the beginning of a Term, 
, by this hand, I ſhall grow ſactious too, 
d take my part, and quit you. Face. Tis his fault, 
d ſays, the weight of all lies upon him. | 
ultle. Why, ſo it does. Dol. How does it? do not we 
ain our parts? Subtle. Yes, but they are not equal. 
Dol. Why, if your part exceed to-day, I hope 
s may to-morrow match it. Subtle. I, they may. 
Dol. May, murmuring maſtiff! I, and do. Death on me! 
lp me to throttle him. Subtle. Dorothee, miſtris Dorothee, 
Is precious, T'Il do any thing. What do you mean? 
Dol. Becauſe o your Fermentation and Cibation © 
dubtle. Not I, by heaven 
Dol. Your Sol and Luna—help me. 
bubtle. Would I were hang'd then. T'll conform my ſelf. 
Dil. Will you, Sir? Do ſo then, and quickly: ſwear. 
buitle. What ſhall I ſwear ? 
Vol. To leave your faction, Sir, 
d labour kindly in the common work. 
Subtle, Let me not breathe, if I meant ought beſide. 
ly us'd thoſe ſpeeches as a ſpur 
him, Dol. I hope we need no ſpurs, Sir, do we? 
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Face. slid, prove to-day, who ſhall ſhark beſt. 
Subtle. Agreed. 
Dol. Yes, and work cloſe, and friendly. 
Subtle. *Slight, the knot 
Shall grow the ſtronger, for this breach, with me. 
Dol. Why, ſo, my good baboons! ſhall we go make 
A ſort of ſober, ſcurvy, preciſe neighbours, 
(That ſcarce have fmil'd twice fin' the king came in) 
A feaſt of laughter at our follies? Raſcals, 
Would run themſelves from breath, to ſee me ride, 
Or you t' have but a hole to thruſt your heads in, 
For which you ſhould pay ear- rent? no, agree. 
And my Don Provoſt ride a feaſting long, 
In his old velvet jerkin and ſtain'd ſcarfs, 
(My noble ſovereign, and worthy general) 
Ere we contribute a new crewel garter 
To his moſt worſted worſhip. Subtle, Royal Dol! 
Spoken like Claridiana, and thyſelf. | 
Face. For which, at ſupper, thou ſhalt fit in triumph, 
And not be ſtil'd Dol Common, but Dol Proper, 
Dal Singular: the longeſt cut, at night, ' 
Shall draw thee for his Dol Particular. | 
 S»btle. Who's that? one rings. To the windo', Dol. 
Pray heaven, | 
Ni maſter do not trouble us this quarter. 
Face. O, fear not him. While there dies one a week 
Ol the page he's ſafe, from thinking toward London. 
heſide, he buſie at his hop-yards now: 
1 h:d a letter from him. If he do, 
He'll ſend ſuch word, for airing o' the houſe, 
As you ſhall have ſufficient time to quit it: 
Tho' we break up a fortnight, tis no matter. 
Subtle. Who is it, Dol? 
Dol. A fine young quodling. Face. O, 
iy lawyer's clerk, I lighted on laſt night 
In Holburn, at the Dagger. He would have 
(I told you of him) a familiar, 
To rifle with at horſes, and win cups. 
Dol. O, let him 1n. 3 
Subtle. Stay. Who ſhall do't? Face. Get you 
Your robes on: I will meet him, as going out. 


Fd 
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Dol. And what ſhall I do? Face. Not to be ſeen, away. 
:em you very reſery'd ? | 
Subtle. Enough. Face. God b' w you, Sir. 
pray you let him know that I was here. 
lis nale is Dapper. I would gladly have ſtaid, but — 


H. 
DAPPER, FACE, SUB T LE. 


Dapper. Captain, I am here. 
Face. Who's that? he's come, I think, doctor. 
pood faith, Sir, I was going away. Dapper. In truth 
am very ſorry, Captain. Face. But I thought 
re I ſhould meet you. Dapper. I, I am very glad. 
bad a ſcurvy writ or two to make, 
Ind I had lent my watch laſt night to one 
hat dines to day at the ſheriffs, and ſo was robb'd 
my paſs-time. Is this the cunning-man ? | 
Face, This is his worſhip. Dapper. Is he a doctor : 
Face. Yes. | 
Dapper. And ha' you broke with him, captain ? 
Face. I. Dapper. And how? | 
Face. Faith, he does make the matter, Sir, ſo dainty, 
know not what to ſay Dapper. Not ſo, good captain. 
Face. Would I were fairly rid on'., believe me. 
Wb now you grieve me, Sir. Why ſhould you 
with io ? | 


dare aſſure you, I'Il not be ungrateful. 

Face. Nay, hear me, Sir, you know the law 

ſuch a thing —and then he ſays Read's matter, 

alling ſo lately—Dapper. Read? he was an aſs, 

d dealt, Sir, with a fool. Face. It was a clerk, Sir. 
Dapper. A clerk ? 

Face. Nay, hear me, Sir, you know the law 

tter, I think — Dapper. I ſhould, Sir, and the danger. 
ou know, I ſhew'd the Statute to you? Face. You did ſo, 
Dapper. And I will tell then? by this hand of fleſh, 
'ould it might never write good court-hand more, 

O 2 
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If I diſcover. What do you think of me, 
That I am a Chiauſe? 
Face. What's that? Drapper. The Turk was here — 
As one would ſay, do you think Iam a Turk? 
Face. T'll tell the doctor ſo. 
Dapper. Do, good ſweet captain. 
Face. Come, noble doctor, pray thee let's prevail; 
This is the gentleman, and he is no Chiauſe. 
Subtle. Captain, I have return'd you all my anſwer. 
J would do much, Sir, for your love — but this 
J neither may, nor can. Face. Tut, do not ſay ſo. 
You deal now with a noble fellow, doctor, 
One that will thank you richly, and h' is no Chiauſe: 
Let that, Sir, move you. 
Subtle. Pray you, forbear— Face. He has 
Four angels here —Subtle. You do me wrong, good Sir. 
Face. Doctor, wherein? to tempt you with theſe ſpirits! 
Subtle. To tempt my art, and love, Sir, to my peril. 
Fore heav'n, I ſcarce can think you are my friend, 
That fo would draw me to apparent danger. 
Face. I draw you? a horſe draw you, and a halter, 
You, and your flies together — Dapper. Nay, good captan 
Face, t know no difference of men. 
Subtle. Good words, Sir. | 
Fate. Good deeds, Sir, doctor dogs-meat. 
light, I bring yon | | 
No cheating Clim” o the Clougos, or Claribels, 
That look as big as Froe-and-fifty, and Fluſh, 
And ſpit out ſecrets like hot cuſtards — Dapper. Captain. 
. Face. Nor any melancholic under-ſcribe, 
Shall tell the Vicar x but adpecial genteel, 
That is the heir to forty marks A year, 
Conſorts with the ſmall poets of the time, 
T5 the ſole hope of his old grand-mother, 
That knows the law, and writes you fix fair hands, 
Ts a fine clerk, and has his cyph'rine perfect, | 
Will take his oath o' the Greek Xenophon, 
Tf need be, in his pocket; and can court | 
His miſtris out of Ovid. Dapper. Nay, dear captain. 
Face. Did you not tell me ſo? Dap. Yes, but I'ld ha j® 
Uſe the maſter doctor with ſome more reſpect. 
Face. Hang him, proud ſtag, with his broad velvet he 
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t for your fake, IId choak, ere I would change 
I article of breath with ſuch a puckfoiſt — 
Wome, let's be gone. Subtle. Pray you le' me ſpeak with you. 
Dapper. His worſhip calls you, captain. Face. I am orry 

cer imbark'd myſelf in ſuch a buſineſs. 
Dapper. Nay, Sir, he did call you. 

Face. Will he take then? 
Subtle. Furſt, hear me — 

. Face. Not a ſyllable, leſs you take. 
ubtle. Pray ye, Sir | 
Face. Upon no terms, but an afſumpſit. 
Subtle. Your humour muſt be law. [He takes money. 
Face. Why now, Sir, talk. NN, 
Wow I dare hear you with mine honour. Speak. 
d may the gentleman too. 
8 Subtle. Why, Sir — Face. No whiſpering. 
Subtle. Fore heav'n. you do not apprehend the loſs 
ou do your ſelf, in this. Face. Wherein ? for what? 
Subtle. Marry, to be ſo importunate for one, ” 
hat, when he has it, will undo you all : 
ell win up all the money i' the town. 
Face. How! _ | 
Subtle. Yes, and blow up gameſter after gameſter,- 

s they do crackers in a puppet-play. 
& 1 do give him a Familiar, | 
dive you him all you play for; never ſet him: 
or he will have it. Face. You are miſtaken, doctor. 
hy, he does aſk one but for cups Tad horſes, * 
fling Fly: none o' your great Familiars. 
Dapper. Yes, captain, I would have ſt for all games. 
Subtle. I told you ſo. Face. Slight, that's a new buſineſs ! 
underſtood you, a tame bird, to fl 
wice in a term, or ſo, on Friday nights, 
hen you had left the office, for a nag 
pf forty or ſifty ſhillings. Dapper. I, tis true, fir; 
ut I do think now, I ſhall leave the law. 
nd therefor—Face. Why, this changes quite the caſe! 
) you think that I dare move him? 
Dapper. If you pleaſe, fir; | 
Il's one to him, I ſee. Face. What! for that money: 
cannot with my conſcience: nor ſhould you 


head lake the requeſt, methinks. Dapper. No, fir, I mean 
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To add confideration. Face. Why then, fir, 
T'll try. - that it were for all games, doctor ? 
Subtle. I ſay then, not a mouth ſhall eat for him 
At an ordinary, but o' the ſcore, | 
That is a gaming mouth, conceive me. Face. IndRa 
Subtle. He'll draw you all the treaſure of the realm, 
If it be ſet him. Face. Speak you this from art ? 
Subtle. I, fir, and reaſon too, the ground of art. 
He is o the only beſt complexion, 
The queen of Fairy loves. Face. What! is he? 
Subtle. Peace. 
He'll over-hear you. Sir, ſhould ſhe but ſee him — 
Face. What? Subtle. Do not you tel] him. 
Face. Will he won at cards too ? 
Subtle. The ſpirits of dead Holland, living Tſaac, 
Youw'ld ſwear, were in him; ſuch a vigorous luck 
As cannot be reſiſted. *Slight, he'll put 
Six o' your gallants to a cloak, indeed. 
Face. A ſtrange ſucceſs, that ſome man ſhall be born to! 
Subtle. He hears you, man. 
Dapper. Sir, I'll not be ingrateful. 
Face, Faith, I have confidence in his good nature: 
You hear, be fay s he will not be ingrateful. 
Subtle. Why, as you pleaſe; my venture follows yours. 
Face. Troth, doit, doctor; think him truſty, and make hin, 
He may make us both bappy 3 in an hour ; 
Win ſome five thouſand pound, and ſend us two o' it. 
Dap. Believe it, and I will, fir. Face. And you ſhall, ſi 
You have heard all? 


Dapper. No, what was't? Nothing, I, fir. 
Face. Nothing ? [Face takes him aſiit 


Dapper. A little, fir. Face. Well, a rare ſtar 


Reign'd at your birth. 
Dapper. At mine, fir? No. Fac. The doctor 


Swears that you are 
Subtle. Nay, captain, you'll tell all now. 
Face. Allied to the queen of Fairy. 
Dapper. Who? that I am? 
Believe it, no ſuch matter— Face. Yes, and that 
Yo' were born with a cawl o' your head. 
Dapper. Who ſays ſo? Face. Come, 
You know it well enough, tho' you diſſemble it. 


THE ALCHEMI1ST. 11 


Dapper. Lfac, I do not: you are miſtaken. Face. How ! 
wear by your fac? and in a thing ſo known 
Into the doctor? How ſhall we, fir, truſt you 
dhe other matter? Can we ever think, 
When you have won five or fix thouſand pound, 
$ou'll ſend us ſhares in 't, by this rate? Dap. By Jove, ſir, 
u win ten thouſand pound, and ſend you half, 
kacs no oath. Subtle. No, no, he did but jeſt. 
Face. Go to. Go thank the doctor. He's your friend, 
To take it ſo. Dapper. I thank his worſhip. Face. So: 
other angel. Dapper. Muſt I? Face. Muſt you? slight 
WV hat elſe is thanks? will you be trivial? doctor, 
hen muſt he come for his Familiar? _ 
Dapper. Shall I not ha'it with me? Subtle. O, good fir! 
here muſt a world of ceremonies paſs, 
ou muſt be bath'd and fumigated firſt : 
Wclides, the queen of Fairy does not riſe 
ill it be noon. Face. Not, if ſhe danc'd, to-night. 
Subtle, And ſhe muſt bleſs it. Face. Did you never ſee 
ler royal grace yet? Dapper. Whom? your aunt of Fairy? 
Subtle. Not fince ſhe kiſt him in the craddle, captain; 
can reſolve you that. Face. Well, ſee her grace, 
hate'er it coſt you, for a thing that T know. 
ur, will be ſomewhat hard to compaſs; but 
him, owever, ſee her. You are made, beheve it, 
you can ſee her. Her grace is a lone woman, 
Ind very rich; and if ſhe take a phant'ſie, 
fu. ie will do ſtrange things. See her, at my hand. 
pd, ſhe may hap to leave you all ſhe has! 
t is the doctor's fear. Dapper. How will't be done then? 
aſide Face, Let me alone, take you no thought. Do you 
ut ſay to me, captain, I'Il ſee her grace. 
Dapper. Captain, I'll ſee her grace. Face. Enough. 


n to! 


Subtle. Who's there? [One knocks withoutt 


non. (Conduct him forth by the back way,) 

r, againſt one a clock prepare your ſelf: 

ill when you muſt be faſting; only take 

hree drops of vinegar in at your noſe, 

wo at your mouth, and one at either ear: 

hen bathe your fingers ends, and waſh your eyes, 

0 ſharpen your five ſenſes, and cry Hum 

hrice, and then Buz as often; and then come. 

Face, Can you remember this? Daf. I warrant you. 
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Face. Well then, away. *Tis but your beſtowing 


Some twenty nobles 'mong her grace's ſervants; eh 
And put on a clean ſhirt: you do not know Nine 
What grace her grace may do in clean linen. , — 
7 Fat 

Sub 

SCENE 2 

5 5 ew 

SUBTLE, DRUGGER, FACE. 2 

i ac 
Subtle. COME in: (good wives, I pray you forbear WR © N 
Troth I can do you no good till after-noon. ) nor * 
What is your name, ſay you? Abel Drugger? * = 


Drugger. Yes, ſir. 
Subtle. A ſeller of tobacco? Drugger. Yes, fir. Sub. Un. M 
Free of the Grocers? Drugger. I, an't pleaſe you. = 


Subtle. Well cert 
Your buſineſs, Abel? Dru. This, an't pleaſe your worlluy, . our 
I am a young beginner, and am building by n 
Of a new ſhop, an't like your worſhip, juſt . 
At corner of a ſtreet: (here's the plot on't) 01 
And I would know by art, fir, of your worſhip % = 


Which way I ſhould make my door, by Necromancy, D 
And where my ſhelves; and which ſhould be for boxes, fs. 
And which for pots. I would be glad to thrive, ſir. 


And I was wiſh'd to your worſhip by a gentleman, > Fe 
One captain Face, that ſays you know mens Planets, when 
And their good Angels, and their bad. Subtle. I do, 2 
If I do ſee em Face. What! my honeſt Abel? 10 a0 
Thou art well met here. Dru. Troth, fir, I was ſpeaking, Þ s 
Juſt as your worſhip came here, of your worſhip. 919 
I pray you ſpeak for me to maſter doctor. = by 
. - Face. He ſhall do any thing. Doctor, do you hear; 74 f 
This is my friend, Abel, an honeſt fellow; | D uy 
He let's me have good tobacco, and he does not Ds 
Sophiſticate it with ſack-lees or nil, 9235 


Nor waſhes it in muſcadel and grains, pgs: 
Nor buries it in gravel, under ground, d. o 
Wrapp'd up in greaſie leather, or piſs'd clouts: 
But keeps it in fine lilly-pots, that open'd, h 
Smell like conſerve of roſes or French beans. Tha! 4 
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Ie has his maple block, his ſilver tongs, 

EV inccſter pipes, and fire of juniper, 

WA ncat, ſpruce, honeſt fellow, and no goldſmith. 

8 Subtle. H' is a fortunate fellow, that I am ſure on— 
Face. Already, fir, ha'you found it? lo'thee, Abel? 
8 Subtle. And in right way to'ward riches 
= Face. Sir. Subtle. This ſummer 

ie will be of the cloathing ot his company, 

nd next ſpring call'd to the ſcarlet; ſpend what he can. 

= Face. What, and ſo little beard? Sutile. You muſt think 
Ne may have a receit to make hair come: 

Put he'll be wiſe, preſerve his youth, and fine for't; 

Wis fortune looks for him another way. 

Face. Slid, doctor, how can'ſt thou know this ſo ſoon ? 
am amus d at that! Subtle. By a rule, captain, 

In Metapoſcopy, which I do work by; 

certain ſtar i' the forehead which you ſee not. 

Your cheſtnut, or your olive-colour'd face | 

Do's never fail; and your long ear doth promiſe. 

knew't by certain ſpots roo, in his teeth, 

ind on the nail of his Mercurial finger. 

Face. Which finger's that? Subtle. His little finger. Look 
Jo were born upon a wedneſday ? 

Drugger. Yes indeed, Sir. | 

Subtle. The thumb, in Chiromanty, we give Venus ; 

he fore-finger, to I ; the midſt, to Saturn, 

he ring, to Sol, the leaſt, to Mercury: 

ho was the lord, Sir, of his Horoſcope, 

is bouſe of life being Libra, which fore-ſhew'd 

e ſhould be a merchant, and ſhould trade with balance, 
Face. Why, this is ſtrange ? is't not, honeſt Nab? 

Subtle. There is a ſhip now, coming from Ormus, 

That ſhall yield him ſuch a commodit 

of drugs— This is the weſt, and this the ſouth ? 

Drugger. Yes, Sir. Subtle. And thoſe are your two fides? 
Drugger. I, Sir. | 

Sub. Make me your door, then, ſouth; your broad-ſide, 


Jy 


Write, Mathlai, Tarmiel, and Baraborat ; 

pon the north-part, Rael, Velel, Thiel. 

hey are the names of thoſe Mercurial ſpirits, 

That do fright flies from — Drugger. Yes, Sir. 


ind, on the eaſt-fide of your ſhop, aloft, (weſt; 
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Subtle. And | ; L 
Beneath your threſhold, bury me a load-ſtone pſt m 
To draw in gallants, that wear ſpurs: the reſt, the! 
They'll ſeem to follow. Face. That's a ſecret, Na)! 
Subtle. And, on your ſtall, a puppet, with a vice, 
And a court-fucus to call city-dames, 
You ſhall deal much with Minerals. Drugger. Sir, I har: 
At home, already—Subtle I, I know, you have Arſuite, 
Vitriol, Sal-tartre, Algale, Alkaly, 
Cinoper: I know all. This fellow, captain, 
Will come, in time, to be a great diſtiller, 
And give a ſay (I will not ſay directly, 
But very fair) at the Philgſopher's Stone. 

Face. Why, how now, Abel! is this true? Drugger. God 

captain, 

What muſt I give? Face. Nay, I'll not counſel thee. 
Thou hear'ſt what wealth (he ſays, ſpend what thou canl 
Th' art like to come to. Drugger. I would gi' him a crom, 

Face. A crown! and toward ſuch a fortune ? Heart, 
Thou ſhalt rather gi him thy ſhop. No gold about thee! 

Drugger. Yes, I have a Portagne, IT ha' kept this half ye 

Face. Out on thee, Nab. *'Slight, there was ſuch an off 
'*Shalt keep't no longer, I'll gi' it him for thee. 

Doctor, Nab prays your worſhip to drink this, and ſwear 

He will appear more grateful, as your ſkill 

Do's raiſe him in the world. Drugger. I would intreat 

Another favour of his worſhip. Face. What is't, Nab? 
Drugger. 3ut, to look over, Sir, my Almanack, 

And croſs out my ill-days, that I may neither 

Bargain, nor truſt upon them. Face. That he ſhall, Ns. 

Leave it, it ſhall be done, gainſt the afternoon. d offe 

Subtle. And a direction for his ſhelves. Face. Now, M bis pr 
Art thou well pleas'd, Nab? Dru. Thank, Sir, both youMrching 
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worſhips. | d the 
Face. Away. | | lee no 
Why, now you ſmoaky perſecutor of nature! ature af 
Now do you ſee, that ſome-thing's to be done, 0's by 
Beſide your beech-coal, and your cor'ſive waters, her be 
Your croſs'lets, crucibles, and cucurbites ? lis dre 
You-muſt have ſtuff, brought home to you, to work on 
And, yet, you think, I am at no expence, a 


In ſearching theſe veins, then following 'em, 


CHE usr. 11s 


Then trying em out. Fore God, my intelligence, 
oſt me more money, than my ſhare oft comes to, 
theſe rare works, Sub. Lou' are pleaſant, Sir, How now? 


SCHEME Iv. 


7 


FACE, DOL, SUBTLE. 


Face. WHAT ſays my dainty Dolkin? Dol. Yonder fiſh- 
ill not away. And there's your gianteſs, [wite 


Dol. Not afore night, I have told 'em in a voice, 
orough the trunk, like one of your Fam:liars. 

t I have ſpied Sir Epicure Mammon—Subtle. Where? 
Dol. Coming along, at far end of the lane, 

w of his feet, but earneſt of his tongue, 

0 one that's with him. Subtle. Face, go you, and ſhift. 
, * muſt preſently make ready, too 
Dol. Why, what's the matter? Sub. O, I did look for him 
ich the ſun's riſing: marvel, he could ſleep! | 
his is the day I am to perfect for him 

ne Magiſterium, our great work, the Stone: 

dyield it, made into his hands : of which, 

has, this month, talk'd, as if he were poſſeſs d. 

d now he's dealing pieces on't away; 

e-thinks I ſee him entring ordinaries, 

ſpenſing for the pox, and plaguy houſes, | 

aching his doſe, walking Moore-fields for lepers, 

d offering citizens- wives pomander-bracelets, 

his preſervative, made of the Elixir ; 

arching the ſpittle, to make old bawds young; 

d the high ways, for beggars, to make rich: 

ce no end of his IaBours. He will make 

ture aſham'd of her long ſleep: when art, 

ho's but a ſtep-dame, ſhall do more than ſhe, 

her beſt lave to mankind, ever could. 

lus dream laſt, he'll turn the age to gold. 


P 2 


he awd of Lambeth. Sub. Heart, I cannot ſpeak with em. 
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ACT u SCENE 1 My 
MAMMON, SURLEY. 


OME on, Sir. Now, you ſet your foot on ſhore 
In novo orbe ; here's the rich Peru : 
And there within, Sir, are the golden mines, 
Great Solomon's Ophir ! he was ſailing to't, 
Three years, but we have reach'd it in ten months. 
This is the day, wherein, to all my friends, 
J will pronounce the happy word, Be Rich. 
This day you ſhall be ſpeftati/ſims. | 
You ſhall no more deal with the hollow dye, 
Or the frail card. No more be at charge of keeping 
The livery-punk, for the young heir, that muſt 
Seal, at all hours, in his ſhirt. No more 
If he deny, ha'him beaten to't, as he is 
That brings him the commodity. No more 


Shall thirſt of ſattin, or the covetous hunger Tum: 
Of velvet entrails, for a rude- ſpun cloke, Sur! 
To be diſplaid at Madam Auguſta's, make Reſtor 
"The ſons of Sword and Hazzard fall before To th, 
The golden calf, and on their knees, whole nights, Young 
Commit idolatry with wine, and trumpets : (The. 
Or go a feaſting, after drum and enſign. -1 ta 
No more of this. You ſhall ſtart up young Vicerois, he q 
And have your punques, and punquetees, my Surly. Becom 
And unto thee, I ſpeak it firſt, | _— 
| hat! 

Be Rich, l 
Where is my Subtle, there? Within. 5 Sir. - nat! 
Within hough! | v. : 
He'll come to you, by and by. : mon 
Mammon. That's his fire-drake, ©” . of 
His lungs, his Zephyrus, he that puffs his coals, — al 
Till he firk nature up, in her own center. O% lere 
You are not faithful, Sir. This night, I'll change = 01 
All, that is metal, in thy houſe, to gold. va 


And, early, in the morning will I ſend, 


7 
— 
Ko 

var 
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ro all the plumbers, and the pewterers, 


And buy their tin and lead up: and to Lothbury, 

For all the copper. Surley. What, and turn that too? 
Mammon. Yes, and I'll purchaſe Devonſbire and Cornwall, 
And make them perfect Indies! you admire now? 

E Surley. No faith. Mammon. But hen you ſce th' effects 
of the great medicine | 

Of which one part projected on a hundred 

vf Mercury, or Venus, or the Moon, 

Phall turn it to as many of the Sun; 

Nay, to a thouſand, ſo ad infinitum : 

Nou will believe me. Surley. Yes, when I ſee't, I will. 
ut, if my eyes do cozen me ſo (and I 

Giving em no occaſion) ſure I'll have 

\ whore, ſhall piſs 'em out, next day. Mam. Ha! why? 
Do you think, I fable with you? I afture you, 

He that has once the Flower of the ſun, 

he perfect Ruby, which we call Elixir, 

ot only can do that, but by it's virtue, 

Can confer honour, love, reſpect, long life, 

Give ſafety, valour, yea, and victory, 

To whom he will. In eight and twenty days, 

Ill make an old man, of fourſcore, a child. 

| Surley. No doubt, he's that already. Mam. Nay, I mean, 
Reſtore his years, renew him, like an eagle, 

To the fifth age; make him get ſons and daughters, 

Young giants; as our philoſophers have done 

(The antient Patriarchs afore the flood) 

But taking, once a week, on a knive's point, 

The quantity of a grain of muſtard of it : 

Become ſtout Marſes, and beget young Cupids. 

Surley. The decay'd Veſtals of Pickt-hotch would thank you, 
That keep the fire a-live, there. Mammon. Tis the ſecret 
Of nature, naturiz'd *gainſt all infections, 

Cures all diſeaſes, coming of all cauſes; 

A month's grief in a day; a year's, in twelve: 

And of what age ſoever, in a month, 

Paſt all the doſes of your drugging doctors. 

Ill undertake, withal, to fright the plague 

Out o' the kingdom, in three months. Surley. And I'll 

be bound, the players ſhall fing your praiſes, then, 
Without their poets. Mammon. Sir, I'll do't. Mean time, 
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I'll give away ſo much unto my man, hd 
Shall ſerve th' whole city, with preſervative, To ſ. 
Weekly; each houſe his doſe, and at the rate | 
Surley. As he that built the water-work, do's with water! 
Mam. You are incredulous. Sur. Faith I have a humou, 
T would not willingly be gull'd, your Stone 
Cannot tranſmute me. Mam. Pertinax Surley, 
Will you believe antiquity ? Records? M, 
T'll ſhew you a book, where Mofes, and his ſiſter, 
And Solomon have written of the art : | Inis 
I, and a treatiſe penn d by Adam. Surley. How ! 
Mammon. O' the Philoſopber's Stone, and in high Dutch. et e 
Sur. Did Adam write, Sir, in high Dutch * Mam. He did: 
Which proves it was the primitive tongue. Sur. What paper! 
Mam. On cedar board. Surley. O that, indeed (they fay) 
Will laſt *gainſt worms. Mam. Tis like your Triſh wood, 
*Gainſt cob-webs. I have a piece of Jaſon's fleece, too, oft in 
Which was no other than a book of Alchemy, urt 1 
Writ in large ſheep-ſkin, a good fat ram-vellam. ard { 
Such was Pythagoras's thigh, Pandora's tub; ; 


Ngair 
T his 
we 


Sluſh 


Ur Ca] 
hatc 


And, all that fable of Medea's charms, To ke 
The manner of our work: the bulls, our furnace, zwe \ 
Still breathing fire : our Argeni- vive, the dragon: 

The dragon's teeth, Mercury ſublimate, The P 
That keeps the whiteneſs, hardneſs, and the biting; Thou! 
And they are gather'd into J7aſon's helm, Face, 
(Th' Alembic) and then ſow d in Mars his field, er. 
And thence ſublim'd ſo often, till they are fix'd. 00d x 
Both this, th' Heſperian garden, Cadmus' ſtory, or the 


Jove's ſhower, the boon of Midas, Argus' eyes, 
Boccace his Demogorgon, thouſands more, 


J 

All abſtract riddles of our Stene. How now ? - Wl geld 
FA 0 hay 

qual y 

SU 5 8 . ike w 


Vith th 
$ Herc 


MAMMON, FACE, SUR LEY, bart. 


Mam. DO we ſucceed? Is our day come? and hold's it: Mam 
Face. The evening will ſet red upon you, Sir; own is 
You have colour for it, crimſon: the red Ferment Ad wi 
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725 done his office; three hours hence, prepare you 
To ſee projection. Mam. Perttnax, my Surley, 
Ngain, I fay to thee, aloud, Be Rich, 
This day thou ſhalt have ingots: and, to-morrow, 
Pive lords th' affront. Is it, my Zephyras, right? 
luſhes the Bolts- head. Face. Lake a wench with child, Sir, 
That were, but now, diſcover'd to her maſter. 
Mammon. Excellent witty Langs! My only care is, 
Vhere to get ſtuſf enough now, to project on, 
This town will not half ſerve me. Face. No, Sir? Buy 
The covering off o' churches. Mam. That's true. Face. Yes. 
ct 'em ſtand bare, as do their auditory. 
Ir cap em, new, with ſhingles. Mam. No, good thatch: 
hatch will lye lignt upo' the rafters, Lungs. 
ungs, I will manumit thee, from the furnace; 
will reſtore thee thy complexion, Puffe, 
oft in the embers; and repair this brain, | 
urt with the fume o' the metals. Face. I have blown, Sir, 
ard for your worſhip; thrown by many a coal, 
hen 'twas not beech ;3 weigh'd thoſe I put in, juſt, 
To keep your heat ſtill even; theſe bleard-eyes 
ave wak'd, to read your ſeveral colours, Sir: 
df the pale Citron, the green Lyon, the Crow, 
The Peacock's tail, the plumed Swan. Mammon. And laſtly, 
Thou haſt deſcryed the Flower, the Sanguis Agni ? 

Face. Yes, Sir. Mam. Where's maſter? Face. At's pray- 

ers, Sir, he, 

ood man, he's doing his devotions, 

or the ſucceſs. Mam. Lungs, I will ſet a period 
[0 all thy labours: thou ſhalt be the maſter 
ff my Seragliv. Face. Good, Sir. Mam. But do you hear? 
geld you, Lungs. Face. Yes, Sir. Mam. For I do mean 
0 have a liſt of wives and concubines, 

qual with Solomon, who had the Stone, 
like with me: and I will make me a back 
Vith the Elixir, that ſhall be as tough 
5 Hercules, to encounter fifty a night. 
h' art ſure thou ſaw'ſt it Blood? Face. Both blood and ſpirit, 

Sir. 

Mammon. I will have all my beds, blown up; not ſtuft: 
own is too hard. And then, mine oval room 
Ad with ſuch pictures as Tiberius took 


cit! 
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From Elephantis, and dult Aretine 
But coldly imitated. Then, my glaſſes 
Cut in more ſubtil angles, to diſperſe, 
And multiply the figures, as I walk 
Naked between my Succabae. My miſts 
I'll have of perfume, vapour'd bout the room, 
To loſe ourſelves; and baths, like pits 
To fall into; from whence we will come forth, 
And roul us dry in goſſamour and roſes. 
(Is it arriv'd at Ruby?) Where I ſpy 
A wealthy citizen, or rich lawyer, 
Have a ſublim'd pure wife, unto that fellow 
I' ſend a thouſand pound, to be my cuckold. 

Face. And I ſhall carry it? Mam. No, I'II ha'no bi 
But fathers and mothers. They will do it beſt, - 
Beſt of all others. And my flatterers 
Shall be the pure, and graveſt of divines, 
That I can get for money. My meet fools, @ 
Eloquent burgeſſes, and then my poets 
The ſame that writ ſo ſubtily of the Fart ; 
Whom I will entertain.ſtill for that ſubject. 
The few that would give out themſelves, to be 
Court and town ſtallions, and, each-where belye 
Ladies, who are known moſt innocent, for them; 
Thoſe will I beg, to make me eunuchs of: 
And they ſhall fan me with ten eſtrich tails 
A-piece, made in a plume, to gather wind. [AN 
We will be brave, Puffe, now we ha' the Med'cine. 
My meat ſhall all come in Indian ſhells, 
Diſhes of agat ſet in gold, and ſtudded 
With emeralds, ſaphirs, hyacinths, and rubies. 
The tongues of carps, dormiſe, and camels heels, 
BoiP'd i' the ſpirit of Sol, and diſſolv'd pearl, 
(Apicius diet, gainſt the Epilepſie) 
And I will eat theſe broaths, with ſpoons of amber, 
Headed with diamant, and carbuncle. 
My foot-boy ſhall eat pheaſants, calver'd ſalmons, 
- Knots, god-wits, lanpreys: I myſelf will have 
The beards of barbels ſerv'd, in ſtead of ſallads; 
Oil'd muſhromes; and the ſwelling unctuous paps 
Of a fat pregnant ſow, newly cut off, 
Dreſt with an exquiſite, and poynant ſauce; 
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or which, I'll ſay unto my cook, there's gold, 

50 forth, and be a knight. Face. I'll go look 

little, how it heightens. Mammon. Do. My ſhirts 
Il have of taffata-ſarſnet, ſoft and light < 
cob-webs; and for all my other rayment, 

ſhall be ſuch as might provoke the Perſian, 

Vere he to teach the world riot anew. 

y gloves of fiſhes, and bird-ſkins, perfum'd 

ith gums of Paradiſe, and eaſtern air 
Surley. And do' you think to have the ſone, with this? 
Mammon. No, I do think t' have all this, with the ſtone. 
Surley. Why, I have heard, he muſt be homo frugi, 
pious, holy, and religious man, 

ne free from mortal ſin, a very virgin. 

Mammon. That makes it, Sir, he is ſo. But I buy it. 
ly venture brings it me. He, honeſt wretch, 

notable, ſuperſtitious, good ſoul, 

as worn his knees bare, and his ſlippers bald, 

th prayer and faſting for it: and, Sir, let him 

o it alone, for me, ſtill. _ Here he comes. 

ot a profane word, afore him: *Tis poyſon. 


ST CEHAME 


MAMMON, SUBTLE, SURLEY, FACE, 


Mam. GOOD morrow, father. Sub. Gentle ſon, good 
morrow, | 

ad to your friend there. What is he, is with you? 

Mam. An heretic, that I did bring along, 

hope, Sir, to convert him. Subtle. Son, I doubt 

0 are covetous, that thus you meet your time 

the juſt point: prevent your day, at morning. 

his argues ſomething, worthy of a fear 

importune, and carnal appetite. 

ike heed, do you not cauſe the bleſſing to leave you, 

th your ungovern'd haſte. I ſhall be ſorry 

o ſee my labours, now e' en at perfection, 

ot by long watching, and large patience, 
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Not proſper, where my love and zeal hath plac'd 'em, 
Which (heaven I call to witneſs, with your ſelf _ 
To whom I have pour'd my thoughts) in all my ends, 
Haye look'd no way, but unto public good, 
The pious uſe, and dear charity, 
Now grown a prodigy with men. Wherein 
If you, my ſon, ſhould now prevaricate, 
And, to you own particular luſts, employ 
So great and catholic a bliſs, be ſure, 
A curſe will follow, yea, and overtake 

our ſubtle and moſt ſecret way. Mammon. I know, Sir, 
You ſhall not need to fear me. I but come, 
To ha' you confute this gentleman. Surley. Who is 
Indeed, Sir, ſomewhat cauſtive of belief 
Toward your Stone: would not be gull'd. Sub. Well, fon, 
All that I can convince him in, is this, 
The work is done: bright Sol is in his Robe. 
We have a Med'cine of the triple ſoul, 
The glorified ſpirit, Thanks be to heaven, 
And make us worthy of it. ULEN SPIEGEL. 

Face. Anon, Sir. Subtle. Look well to the regiſter, 
And let your heat ſtill leſſen by degrees, 
To tne Aludels. Face. Yes, Sir. Subtle. Did you look 
O' the Bolts-head yet? Face. Which, on D. Sir? Subtle. J. 
What's the complexion ? Fac. Whitiſh. Sub. Infuſe vinegs;, 
Ta draw his volatile ſubſtance, and his tinfure : 
And let the water in Glaſs E. be filtred, | 
And put into the Gripes egg. Lute him well; 
And leave him clos'd in Balnco. Face. I will, Sir. 


Surley. What a brave language here is? next to canting: 


Subtle. I' have another work, you never ſaw, ſon, 
That three days fince paſt the Philgſopher's wheel. 
In the lent heat of Athayer ; and's become 
Sulphur o nature. Mam. But tis for me? Subtle. What need 
ou? | | 
You ach enough, in that is perfect. Mammon. O, but 
Subtle. Why, this is covetiſc! Mam. No, I aſſure von, 
IT ſhall employ it all in pious uſes, | 
Founding of colleges, and grammar ſchools, 
Marrying young virgins, building hoſpitals, 
And now, and then, a church, Fb. How now? 
Face. Sir, pleaſe you, 
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Shall I change the ſilire? Sub. Marry, yes. 

And bring me the complexion of G1 / B. 

Mam. Ha'you another? Subtle. Yes, ſon, were I aſſured 

Your piety were firm, we would not want | 

The means to glorifie it. But I hope the beſt: 

] mean to tinct C. in Sand-head, to-morruw, 

And give him Imbibition. Mam. Of white oil? 

Subtle. No, Sir, of red. F. is come over the Helm too, 

I thank my maker, in S. Maries bath, 

And ſhews Lac Virginis. Bleſſed be heaven. 

J ſent you of his feces there calcin'd, 

Out of that calx, I' ha' won the Salt of Mercury. 

Mammon. By pouring on your rettified water? 
Subtle. Yes, and reverberating in Athanor. 

How now? what colour ſays it? Face. The ground black, 
Mammon. That's your Cruwes head? — 8 
Surley. Your cocks-comb's, is't not? 5 
Subtle. No, 'tis not perfect, would it were the Crow. 

That work wants ſomething. Surley. (O, look'd for this. 

The hay is a pitching.) Subtle. Are you ſure you loos'd 'em 

I their own menſtrue? Face. Yes, Sir, and then married em, 

And put them in a Bolts-head, nipp'd to digeſtion, | 

According as you bade me, when I fet 

The Liguor of Mars to Circulation, 

In the . heat. Subtle. The proceſs, then, was right. 
Face. Yes, by the token, Sir, the Rerort brake, 

And what was ſav'd, was put into the Pellicans, * 

And ſign'd with Hermes ſeal. Sub. T think 'twas fo, 

We ſhould have a new Amalgama. ( Surley. O, this ferret 

; rank as any pole-cat.) Subtle. But I care not. 

Let him c'en dye; we have enough beſide, 

In Embtion. H. ha's his white-ſhirt on? Face. Yes, Sir, 

He's ripe for inceration: he ſtands warm, 

In his Aſo-fire. I would not, you ſhould let 


ed Any die now, if I might counſel, Sir, 
Por luck's ſake to the reſt. It is not good. 
| Mammon. He ſays right. Surley. I, are you bolted? 


Face. Nay, I know't, Sir, 
Thave ſeen th' ill fortune. What is ſome three ounces 
Of freſh materials? Mam, Is't no more? Fac. No more, Sir. 
Of gold, t' Amalgame, with ſome fix of Mercury. 

| * 9 U Q 2 $473 4X1 


324 THE ALCHEMIST. 


Mammon. Away, here's money. What will ſerve? 
Face. Aſk him, Sir. | | 
Mam. How much? Sub. Give him nine pound: you may i 
gr him ten. | d egg 
Surley. Yes, twenty, and be cozen'd, do. Mam. There 'ti an! 
Subtle, This needs not. But that you will have it ſo, he eg 
To ſee conclufions of all. For two 
Of our inferior works, are at fixation. 


A third is in aſcenſion. Go your ways. ich 
Ha' you ſet the oil of Luna in Kemia ? r ar! 
Face. Yes, Sir. Subtle. And the Philoſophers vinegar ? d thi 
Face. I xfect 


Surley. We ſhall have a ſallad. Mam. When do you make ere 
Projection? | 
_ Subtle. Son, be not haſty, I exalt our Med'cine, 
By hanging him in Balneo vaporoſo, | 
And giving him ſolution; then congeal him; 
For look how oft I itera e the work, the 
So many times 1 add unto his virtue. rtion 
As, if at firſt one ounce convert a hundred, d mal 
After his ſecond looſe, he'll turn a thouſand; 
His third ſolution, ten; his fourth a hundred, t con 
After his fifth, a thouſand thouſand ounces 
Of any imperfect metal, into pure 
Silver or gold, in all examinations, 
As good as any of the natural mine. turns 
Get you your ſtuff here againſt afternoon, ho ar 
Your braſs, your pewter, and your andirons. dr can 
Mammon. Not thoſe of iron! 
Subtle. Yes, you may bring them too, 
We'll change all 1 


aterit 


metals. Surley. I believe you in that. 

Mammon. Then I may ſend my ſpits? 

Subtle. Yes, and your racks. | id gil 

Surley. And dripping-pans, and pot-hangeis, and hooks: 
Shall he not? Subiſe. If he pleaſe. Surley. To be an abs. 

Subtle. How, Sir ! W 

Mammon. This gent'man you muſt bear withal: 
J told you, he had no ſaith. Surley. And a little hope, Sr at bo 
But much leſs charity, ſhould I gull my ſelf. 

Subtle, Why, what have you obſerv'd, Sir, in our art, d eve 
Seems ſo impoſſible ? Sur. But your whole work, no more 
That you ſhould hatch gold in a furnace, Sir, 
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they do eggs in Egypt! Subtle. Sir, do you | 
ieve that eggs are hatch'd ſo? Surley. If I ſhould? 
Pubtle. Why, I think that the greater miracle, 
P cog but differs from a chicken more 1 
han metals in themſelves. Surley. That cannot be. 
de egg's ordain'd by nature to that end, 
id is a chicken in potentia. | 
Pubtle. The ſame we ſay of lead, and other metals, 
ich would be gold, if they had time. Mam. And that 
r art doth further. Subtle. I, for *twere abſurd 
o think that nature in the earth bred gold 
rect i' the inſtant. Something went before, | 
ere muſt be remote matter. Surley. I, what is that? 
Sub. Marry, we fay—Mam. I, now it heats : ſtand, father, 
und him to duſt— Subtle. It is, of the one part, 
umid exhalation, which we call 
ateria liguida, or the untftuous water ; | 
the other part, a certain craſs and viſcous 
rtion of earth; both which, concorporate, 
d make the elementary matter of gold; 
hich is not yet propria materia, 
t commune to all metals, and all ſtones. 
r, where it is forſaken of that moiſture, 
d hath more drineſs, it becomes a ſtone; 
ere it retains more of the humid fatneſs, 
turns to Sulphur, or to Duick-ſilver, 
ho are the parents of all other metals. 
dr can this remote matter ſuddenly 
dgreſs ſo from extreme unto extreme, 
to grow gold, and leap o'er all the means. 
ture doth firſt beget th' imperfect, then 
oceeds ſhe to the perfect. Of that airy . 
d oily water, Mercury is engendred; 
oks! bur o' the fat and earthly part; the one 
aſs, hich is the laſt) ſupplying the place of male, 
e other of female, in all metals, 
me do believe Hermaphrodeity, 
at both do act and ſuffer. But theſe two 
ake the reſt ductile, malleable, extenſive. 
d even in gold they are; for we do find 
ds of them, by our fire, and gold in them; 5 
d can produce the /pecies of each metal 


na) 


jake 


ir; 


ut, 
notre. 
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And excellent han metals. Mammon. Well ſaid, Fate, 


1 dis 


That Alchemy is a pretty kind of game, 
Somewhat like wick he 
With charming. Sultle Sir? 

Surley. What elſe are all your terms, 
Whercon no one o' your writers 'grees with other ! 
Of your Elixir, your Lac Virginis, 


Jour Stone, your Med'cine, and your Cryſeſperme, vo 


Your Sal, your Sulphur, and your Mercury, "I 
Your Oil of height, your Tree of life, B64 Blood, bros 
Your Marcheſite, your Tutie, your Magneſia, 5 
Your Toade, your Crow, your Dragon, and your Parti 
Your Sun, your Mcon, your Firmament, your Adrop, "as 
Your Lato, Azoch, Zernich, Chibrit, Heautarit. %s 
And then your Red-man, and your White-woman, 9% 
With all your Broths, your Menftrues, and Materials, Y 9 
Of Piſs, and Egg ſbells, Womens Terms, Man's Blood, we 
Hair o th head, burnt clouts, chalk, merds, and clay, * 
Poruder of bones, Scalings of iron, Glaſ, A 5 
And worlds of other ſtrange ingredients, Ha 
Wouldſt burſt a man to name? Subtle. And all theſe nm 3 
Intending but one thing; which art our writers 75 15 8 
Us'd to obſcure their art. Mammon. Sir, ſo I told him, % ae 
Becauſe the ſimple idiot ſhould not learn it, bee. 
And make it vulgar. Subtle. Was not all the kyowleze Wi. | 
Of the Agyptians writ in myſtic Symbols ? | * 
Speak not the Scriptures oft in Parables ? Fa. 
Are not the choiceſt Fables of the Poets, q * 
That were the Fountains and firſt Springs of wiſdon:, Bu - 


Wrapt in perplexed Allegories? Mammon. J urg'd tha, Wi - 
And cleared to him, that Syſiphus was damn'd | 


n war learne 
To roll the ceaſleſs ſtone, only becauſe 
TE &f $3. % "i A TR FT * ? 8 


vou v 
MF 
Mam. 
9 
Lung 


er 


e nant 


him, 


eve 


that, 


* have ours common. Who is this? [Dol 3 is ſeen. 
('s precious — what do you mean! e 80 in, good lady, 
me intreat you. Where's thus varlet ? Face. Sur! 
$ubtle. You very knave! do you uſe me thus? 
acc. Wherein, i Sn 
ubtle. Go 1n, and ſee, you traitor. Go. 
lammon. Who is it, far ? 
ble. Nothing, fir : nothing. 
Mammon. What's the matter, good fir? 
ave not ſcen you thus diſtemper'd: who is't? 
$./tle. All arts have ſtill had, fir, their adverſaries ; 
ours the mo/? ignorant. M. hat now ? | [ Face returns. 
xe. Twas not my fault, Sir; ſhe would ſpeak with you. 
tle. Would ſhe, Sir? Follow mw... 
Mammon. Stay, Lungs. Face I dare not, fir. 
Mammon. How ! pray thee ſtay. 
cc. She's mad, fir, and ſent hither 
lam. Stay, man, what is ſhe! Face. A lord's ſiſter, fir. 
be mad too. Mammon. I warrant thee.) 
y ſent hither? . | 
ace, Sir, to be 9 4 Surley. Why raſcal! 


Face Loe you. Here, Sir. [He goes ont. 
Mammon. Fore God, a Bradamante, a brave piece. 


urley. Heart, this is a bawdy-houſe | I'll be burnt elſe. 


Mammon O, by this light, no. Do not wrong him. He's 
0 ſcrupulous that way. It is his vice. 
„he's a rare phyſician, do him right, 
excellent Paracelſian, and has done 
unge cures with Mineral Phyſic. He deals all 
th ſpirits, he. He will not hear a word 
Galen, or his tedious Kecipe's 
now, Lungs / | 
Face. Softly, fir, ſpeak ſoftly. T meant 
ha'told your worſhip all. This muſt not hear. 
lammon. No, he will not be gull'd : let him alone. 
ace. X' are very right, fir, ſhe is a moſt rare Scholar, 
dis gone mad with ſtudying Braughton's Works ; 
ou but name a word touching the Hebrew, 
falls into her fit, and will diſcourſe 
learnedly of Genealrgies, 
ou would run mad too, to hear her, fir, 


V! = How might one do t' have conference with her, 
ungs bo 


Face again, 


THE ALcHiENisT. 7 


3 


r 


228 THE ALCHEMIST. 


Face. o, divers have run mad upon the conference, D 
J do not know, Sir: I am ſent in haſte, ' gov 
To fetch a viol. Surley. Be not gull'd, fir Mammon. 
Mammon. Wherein? Pray ye, be patient. 
Surley. Yes, as you are, 
And truſt confederate knaves, and vw, and whores. 
Mam. You are too foul, believe it. Come here, Ul, 
One word. Face. I dare not, good faith. 
Mammon. Stay, knave. 
Face. H' is extream angry that you ſaw her, fir. 
Mam. Drink that. What is ſhe when ſhe's out of her fl. 
Face. O, the moſt affableſt creature, fir! ſo merry 
So pleaſant! ſhe'll mount you up, like Quick-filver, A 
Over the helm 5; and circulate, like Oil, 
A very Vegetal: diſcourſe of State, 5 
Of Mathematicks, Bawary, any thing 
Mammon. Is ſhe no ways acceſſible ? no means, 
No trick to give a man a taſte of her—wit— 
Or ſo ?—U' EN. Face. I'll come to you again, fir. 
Mam. Surley, I did not think, one your breeding 
Would traduce perſonages of worth Surley. Sir Epicure, 
Your friend to uſe: yet, ſtill Ioth to be gull'd. 
I do not like your philoſophical bawds. 
Their Stone is letchery enough to pay for, 
Without this bait. Mammon. Heart, you abuſe your ſl: 
I know the lady, and her friends, and means, 
'The original of this diſaſter. Her brother 
H'as told me all. Surley. And yet you ne'er ſaw her 
Till now? Mam. O, yes, but I forgot. I have (believe t 
One o' the treacherouſeſt memories, I do think, 
Of all mankind. Surley. What call you her brother? 
Mammon. My lord 
He wi' not have his name known, now I think on't. 
Surley. A very treacherous memory! Mam. O'my faith 
Surley. Tut, if you ha' it not about you, paſs it, 
Till we meet next. Mammon. Nay, by this hand, tis true 
He's one I honour, and my noble friend, 
And I reſpect his houſe. Surley. Heart, can it be, 
That a grave ſir, a rich, that has no need, | 
A wiſe fir too, at other times, ſhould thus 
With his own oaths, and arguments, make hard means 
To gull himſelf? and this be your elixir, 
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Wour lapis mineralis, and your lunary, 
Give me your honeſt trick, yet at Primero, 
Dr Gleek? and take your lutum ſapientis, 
Your menſtruum ſimplex: I'll have gold before you, 
ind with leſs danger of the Suicł.ilver, 
Ir the hot Sulphur, 
Face. Here's. one from captain Face, Sir; [To Surley. 
defires you to meet him i' the Temple-Church, 
ome half hour hence, and upon earneſt buſineſs. 
Cir, if you pleaſe to quit us, now; and come 
| [ He whiſpers Mammon. 
gain within two hours, you ſhall have 
y maſter buſie examining o' the works; 
Ind I will ſteal you unto the party, 
That you may ſee her converſe. Sir, ſhall T ſay, 
ou'll meet the captain's worſhip ? Surley. I will. 
ut, by attorney, and to a ſecond purpoſe. 
ow, I am ſure, it is a bawdy-houſe; 
l fwear it, were the marſhal here to thank me: 
he naming this. commander doth confirm it. 
Dn Face! why, h' is the moſt authentic dealer 
'theſe commodities ! the Superintendent 
To all the quainter traffickers. in town. 
e is the Viſitor, and does appoint, 
ho lies with whom, and at what hour; what price; 
Which gown; and in what ſmock; what fall; what tyre, 
im will T prove, by a third perſon, to find 
The ſubtilties of this dark Labyrinth: 
hich, if I do diſcover, dear Sir Mammon, 
lou' II give your poor friend leave, tho' no philoſopher, 
Lo laugh: for you that are, tis thought, ſhall weep, 
Face. Sir, he does pray, you'll not forget. | 
Surley. I will not, Sir. 
ir Epicure, I ſhall leave you. 
Mammon. I follow you, ſtraight. 
Face. But do ſo, good Sir, to avoid ſuſpicion. 
This gent'man has a par'lous head. 
Mammon. But wilt thou, ULEN, 
e conſtant to thy promiſe ? Face. As my life, Sir. 
Mam. And wilt thou inſinuate what I am? and praiſe me 
and ſay, I am a noble fellow? Face. O what elſe, Sir? 
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And that you'll make her royal, with the fone, * 
An empreſs; and yourſelf king of Bantam. 

Mammon. Wilt thou do this? 

Face. Will I, fir? Mammon. Lungs, my Lungs ! 
I love thee. Face. Send your ſtuff, fir, that my maſter 
May buſie himſelf about projection. 

Mammon. Th' haſt witch'd me, rogue. Take, go. 

Face. Your jack, and all, fir. 

Mammon. Thou art a villain I will ſend my jack, 
And the weights too. Slave, I could bite thine ear. 
Away, thou doſt not care for me. Face. Not J, Sir? 

Mam. Come, I was born to make thee, my good well, 
Set thee on a bench, and ha'thee twirl a chain 
With the beſt lord's vermin of em all. Face. Away, di. 

Mammon. A Count, nay, a Count-Palatine 

Face. Good, fir, go. 

Mammon. Shall not advance thee better: no, nor faſt 


SCENE W. 


SUBTLE, FACE, DOLL 


SU 
Subtle, H AS he bit? has he bit? 
Face. And ſwallow'd too, my Subtle. Subtle 
I ha'giv'n him line, and now he plays, yfaith. Subtle 


Subtle. And ſhall we twitch him ? 

Face. Thorow both the gills. 

A wench is a rare bait, with which a man 
No ſooner's taken, but he ſtraight firks mad. 

Subtle. Dol, my lord Wha'ts hum's ſiſter, you muſt nos 

Bear yourſelf STATELICH. Dol. O let me alone. 

I'll not forget my race, I warrant you | 

I'll keep my diſtance, laugh and talk aloud; 

Have all the tricks of a proud ſcurvy lady, | 
And be as rude as her woman. Face. Wen ſaid, Sang 

Subtle. But will he ſend his andirons ? 

Face. His jack too; + | FEY 
And's iron ſhooing-horn : I ha' ſpoken to him. Well, Subtle, 
I muſt not loſe my wary gameſter, yonder. W | chryſo 

Subtle. O Monſteur Caution, that will not be gull'd? 8 ! 


Ind red 
hen pe 
Ind let 
lud ſave 
uſt not 
Anania 
Subtle. 
L Lullian 
an you 
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Face. I, if I can ſtrike a fine hook into him, now, 
The Temple- church, there 1 have caſt mine angle. 
ell, pray for me, I'll about it. 
Subtle. What, more gudgeons ? [One knocks. 
Dol, ſcout, ſcout: ſtay, Face, you muſt go to the door. 
Pray God it may be my Anabaptiſt. Who is't, Dol? 
Dol. I know him not. He looks like a goldend-man. 
Subtle. God's ſo! *tis he, he ſaid he would ſend, 
Vhat call you him? 
he ſanctiſied Elder, that ſhould deal 
or Mammon's jack and andirons! let him in. 
ay, help me off, firſt with my gown; away 
ladam, to your withdrawing chamber. Now; 
2 new tune, new geſture, but old language, 
his fellow is ſent from one negociates with me 
bout the /tone too; for the holy brethren 
f Amſterdam, the exil'd ſaints ; that hope 
o raiſe their diſcipline by it. I muſt uſe him 
2 ſome ſtrange taſhion, now, to make him admire me. 


a 1. 


SUBTLE, FACE, ANANIAS. 


Subtle. WHERE is my drudge ? Face. Sir. 

Subtle. Take away the Recipient, 

Ind rectiſie your Men/true from the Phlegma. 

hen pour it o' the Sol, in the Cucurbite, 

Ind let em macerate together. Face. Yes, far. 

ind fave the ground? Subtle. No. Terra damnata 

uſt not have entrance in the work. Who are you? 
Ananias. A faithful brother, if it pleaſe you. 

Subtle. What's that ? 

Lullianiſt? a Ripley? Filius artis? 

an you ſublime and dulcifie? calcine? 

ow you the Sapor pontic ? Sapor ſtyptic ? 

pr what is homogene, or heterogene? 

Ananias. I underſtand no heathen language, truly, 
Subtle, Heathen, you Knipper-doling ! is ars ſacra, 

r chryſoporia, or ſpagyrica, 5 
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Or the pamphyſic or panarchic knowlege, _ Dur 
A heathen language? Ananias. Heathen Greek, I take it. om 
Subtle. How? heathen Greck ? | An 
Ananias. All's heathen but the Hebrew. 
Sub. Sirrah, my varlet, ſtand you forth, and ſpeak to hin 


Like a Philoſopher : aniwer 1' the language. Vhe! 
Name the vexations, and the martyrizations or r 

Of metals in the work. Face. Sir, putrefaction, incer 
Solution, ablution, ſubli mation, 


Cohobation, calcination, ceration, and e tl 
Fixation. Sult/e. This is heathen Greek, I take it. 7 
And whence comes vi viſication? Face After mortiſicatim. nd 11 


Subtle What's cohobation. Face. I is the pouring on 

Your Aqua regis, and then drawing him off, 

To the Trine circle of the Seven Spbears. | o bu 
Subtle. What's the proper paſſion of metals? Arat 
Face. Malleation. | Ana 
dustle. What's your ultimum ſupplicium auri? 

Face. Amimonium, 

ich. This's heathen Greek to you? And what's your II. 
cury ? | or the 

Face A very fugitive, he will be gone, Sir. 

£.:>ile. How know you him? Face. By his Viſcoſity, 

Ilis Hegſity, and his Saſcitability. | 
Suatle. How do you ſublime him? nd a 1 
Face. With the calce of egg-ſhells, 

White marble, chalk. Subtle. Your Magiſterium, now! 

What's that? Face Shifting, fir, your elements, 

Dry into cold, cold into moiſt, moiſt into hot, hot intod 
Subtle. This's heathen Greek to you ſtill ? 

Your Lapis Philaſphicus? Face. Tis a ſtone, and not 

A Stone; a Spirit, a Soul, and a Body: 

Which if you do diſſolve, it is diffolv'd: 

If you coagulate, it is congulated ; | 

If you make it to fly, it flieth. Subtle. Enough. 

This's Heathen Greek to you? What are you, fir? 
Ananias. Pleaſe you, a ſervant of the Exif d Brethren, 

That deal with widows, and with orphans goods; 

And make a juſt account unto the Saints? 

A Deacon. Subtle. O, you are ſent from maſter Whole 

Your Teacher? Ananios. From Tribulation Nholeſome, 
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dur very zealous Paſtor. Subtle. \Good. I have 
Wome orphans goods to come here. 
Ananias. Of what kind, Sir? 
Subtle. Pewter, and braſs, andirons, and kitchin-ware, 
etals, that we muſt uſe our med' cine on: 
herein the Brethren may have a penn'orth, 
or ready money. Ananias. Were the orphans parents 
incere Profeſſors 2 | 
Subtle. Why do you aſk? Ananias. Becauſe 
Ve then are to deal juſtly, and give (in truth) 
heir utmoſt value. Subtle. 'Slid, you'ld cozen elſe, 
nd if their parents were not of the faithful ? 
will not truſt you, now I'think ont, 
ill 1 ha“ talk'd with your Paſtor. Ha' you brought money 
o buy more coals ? 
Ananias. No ſurely. Fabtle. No? How fo? 
Auanias. The Brethren bid me ſay to you, ſir, 
urely they will not venture any more, 
ill they may ſee projection. 
Subtle. How! Ananias. Yo' have had, ESR 
or the inſtruments, as bricks and loam, and glaſſes, 
ready thirty pound; and for materials, | 
hey 3 ſome ninety more: and they have beard ſince, 
hat one, at Heidelberg, made it of an egg, 
ad a ſmall paper of pinduſt. 
Subtle, What's your name? 
Auanias. My name is Ananias. 
Subtle. Out, the varlet 
at cozen'd the Apoſtles ! hence, away, 
lee miſchief; had your holy conſiſtory 
(0 name to ſend me, of another ſound, 
han wicked Ananias? ſend your elders 
lither, to make atonement for you, quickly, 
nd gi” me ſatisfaction? or out goes 
he fire: and down th' Alembicks, and the fornace. 
iger Henricus, or what not. Thou wretch, 
th Sericon, and 'Bufo, ſhall be loſt, 
ell em. All hope of rooting out the Biſvops, 
r th Antichriſtian Hierarchy ſhall periſh, 
| they ſtay threeſcore minutes. The Aqueity, 
erreity, and Sulphureity 
hall run together again, and all be annull'd, 
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Thou wicked Ananias. This will fetch 'em, 
And make 'em haſte towards their gulling more. 
A man muſt deal like a rough nurſe, and fright 
Thoſe that are forward to an appetite. 


E 


FACE, SUBTLE, DRU GGER. 


Face. H' IS buſie with his ſpirits, but we'll upon hin, 
Subtle. How now ! what mates? What Baiards ha' we hen 
Face. I told you, he would be furious. Sir, here's Ns, 
Has brought you another piece of gold to look on; 
(We muſt appeaſe him. Give it me,) and prays you, 
You would deviſe (what is it, Nab?®) Drugger. A ſign, ii 
Free. I, a good lucky one, a thriving ſign, doctor. 
Subtle. IJ was deviſing now. 
Face. slight, do not ſay ſo, 
He will repent he ga'you any more.) 
What ſay you to his Conſtellation, doctor ? 
The Ballance ? 
Subtle. No, that way is ſtale and common. 
A townſman born in Taurus, gives the bull ; 
Or the bull's-head : in Aries, the ram, 
A poor device. No, I will have his name 
Form'd in ſome myſtic character ; whoſe Radii, 
Striking the ſenſes of the paſſers by, 
Shall, by a virtual influence, breed affections, 
That may reſult upon the party owns it: 
As thus Face. Nab! 
Subtle. He ſhall have a bell, that's Abel ; 
And by it ſtanding one whoſe name is Dee, 
In a rug gown; there's D, and Rug, that's Drug 
And right anenſt him a dog ſnarling Er, 
There's Drugger, Abel Drugger. That's his ſign. 
And here's now Myſtery, and Hieroglyphic / 
Face. Abel, thou art made. 
Drugger. I do thank his worſhip. 
Face. Six o thy legs more will not do it, Nab, 
He has brought you a pipe of tobacco, doctor. 
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Drugger. Yes, fir: 
have another thing I would impart —— 

Face. Out with it, Nab. | 

Drugger. Sir, there is lodg'd, hard by me, 

rich young widow— Face. Good? a bona roba? 
| Drugger. But nineteen at moſt. 

Face. Very good, Abel. 
Drugger. Marry, ſh' is not in faſhion yet; ſhe wears 
hood; but 't ſtands acop. Face. No matter, Abel. 


Drugger. And I do now and then give her a fucus— 
Face, What? doſt thou deal, Nab? 


Subtle. I tell you, captain. | 
Drugger. And phyſic too ſome time, fir: for which ſhe 
truſts me 


ith all her mind. She's come up here of purpoſe 
0 learn the faſhion. | 


Face: Good (his match too!) on, Nab. 

Dru. And ſhe do's ſtrangely long to know her fortune. 
Face. Gods lid, Nab, ſend her to the doctor hither. 
Dru. Yes, I have ſpoke to her of his worſhip already: 
t ſhe's afraid it will be blown abroad, 

nd hurt her marriage. Face. Hurt it? *Tis the way 

0 heal it, if 'twere hurt, to make it more 

pllow'd and fought : Nab, thou ſhalt tell her this; 
ebe more known, more talk'd of; and your widows 
e neer of any price till they be famous; 

heir honour is the multitude of ſuitors : 

nd her, it may be thy good fortune, What? | 
hou doſt not know. Drugger. No, fir, ſhe'll never marry 
pder a knight. Her brother has made a vow. 

Face. What, and doſt thou deſpair, my little Nah, 
owing what the doctor has ſet down for thee, 

id ſeeing ſo many of the city dubb'd ? 

ne glaſs o'thy water, with a Madam, I know 

ill have it done, Nab. What's her brother? a knight? 
Dru. No, fir, a gentleman newly warm in his land, fir, 
arce cold in his one and twenty, that do's govern 

is fiſter here; and is a man himſelf 


ſome three thouſand a year, and is come up 
o learn to quarrel, and to leave by his wits, 


id will go down again, and die i' the country. 
Face, How! to quarrel? 
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ger. Yes, fir, to carry quarrels, 

As gallants do, to. manage 'em by line, 

Face. slid, Nab! the doctor is the only man 
In Chri/tendom fon him. He has made a table, 
With M athematical demonſtrations, 
Touching the art of quarrels. He will give him 
An inſtrument to quarrel by. Go, bring 'em both, 
Him and his fiſher. And, tor thee, with her 
The doctor happ/ly; may perſuade. Go to. 
Shalt give his worthip a new damaſk ſuit 
Upon the premiſes. 


Subtle. O, good captain. Face. He ſhall, | 
He is the honeſteſt fellow, doctor. Stay not, | it fo 
No offers, bring the damaſk, and the parties. 2 

Drugger. UN try my power, fir. Jo, n 

Face And thy will too, Nab. d ſp, 

Subtle. Tis good tobacco, this! what is't an ounce? 

Face. He'll fend you a pound, doctor. nan; 

Subtle. O, no. Face. He will do't. be vid 
It is the goodeſt foul. Abel, about it. 

(Thou ſhalt know. more anon. Away, be gone.) d wit] 
A miſerable rogue, and lives. with cheeſe, Tribule 


And has the worms, that was the cauſe indeed 
Why he came now. He dealt with me in private, 


To get a med' cine for em. buld he 
Subtle. And ſhall, fir. This works. ITibula 
Face. A wife, a wife for one o' us, my dear Subtle: e child 

We'll e'en draw lots, and he that fails, ſhall have de inſt 


The more in goods, the other has in tail. ide, we 
Subtle. Rather the leſs. For ſhe may be ſo light 

She may want grains. . 
Face. I, or be ſuch a burden, 

A man would ſcarce endure her far the whole. 
Subtle. Faith, beſt let's ſee her firſt, and then detemi 
Face. Content. But Dol mult ha'no breath on't. 
Subtle. Mum. 

Away, you to your Surley yonder, catch him, 

Face. Pray God I ha' not ſaid too long. 
. Subtle. I fear it. 
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ACT M SCENE IL. 


TRIBULATION, ANANIAS. 


THESE chaſtiſements are common to the ſaints, 
And ſuch rebukes we of the ſeparation 

ſt bear, with willing ſhoulders as the trials 

it forth to tempt our frailties, 

lnanias. In pure zeal 

o, not like the man. He is a heathen, 

d ſpeaks the language of Canaan, truly. 

Tribulation. T think him a prophane perſon indeed. 

luanias. He bears 

te viſible mark of the beaſt in his fore-head. 

d for his /tone, it is a work of darkneſs, 

d with Philoſophy blinds the eyes of man. 

Tribulation. Good brother, we muſt bend unto all means 

at may give furtherance to the holy cauſe. 

lnanias. Which his cannot: the ſanctiſied cauſe 

uld have a ſanfified courſe. 

Tribulation. Not always neceſſary : 

e children of perdition are oft-times 

de inſtruments even of the greateſt works. 

Ide, we ſhould give ſomewhat to man's nature, 

e place he lives in, ſtill about the fire, 

| fume of metals, that intoxicate 

e brain of man, and make him prone to paſſion. 

ere have you greater Atheiſts than your cooks? _ 

more prophane, or choleric, than your glaſſmen ? 

re Antichriſtian than your bell-founders ? 

at makes the devil ſo deviliſh, I would aſk you, 

hen, our common enemy, but his being 

detually about the fire, and boiling 

fone and Arſnick? We muſt give, I ſay, 

0 the motives, and the ſtirrers up 

humours in the blood. It may be ſo. 

len as the work is done, the ſtone is made, 
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'This heat of his may turn into a zeal, , 

And ſtand up for the beauteous diſcipline, 
Againſt the menſtruous cloth, and rag of Rome. 
We muſt await his calling, and the coming 

Of the good ſpirit. You did fault, t upbraid him 
With the brethrens bleſſing of Heidelberg, weighing 
Whar need we have to haſten on the work, 

For the reſtoring of the ſilenc'd ſaints, 

Which ne'er will be, but by the Philoſophers ſtone. 
And ſo a learned elder, one of Scotland, 

Aſſur' d me; Aurum potabile bein 

The only med' cine, for the civil magiſtrate, 

T' incline him to a feeling of the cauſe; 

And muſt be daily us d in the diſeaſe. 

Ananias. IT have not edified more, truly, by man; 
Not fince the beautiful light firſt ſhone on me: 
And I am ſad my zeal hath ſo offended. | 

Tribulation. Let us call on him then. 

Ananias. The motion's good, 


And of the ſpirit; I will knock firſt ; peace within, 


SCENE I 


SUBTLE, TRIBULATION, ANANIAs 


Subtle. O' Are you come? *Twas time. Your threcl 
minutes | 
Were at laſt thread, you ſee; and down had gone 
Furnus acediae, Turrris circulatorius : 
Lemiec, Bolts-head, Retort, and Pellicane 
Had all been cinders. Wicked Ananias 7 
Art thou return'd ? Nay then, it goes down yet. 
Tribulation. Sir, be appeas'd, he is come to humble 
Himſelf in ſpirit, and to aſk your patience, 
If too much zeal hath carried him aſide 
From the due path. Subtle. Why, this doth qualiſie! 
Tribulation. The brethren had no purpoſe, verily, 
To give you the leaſt grievance: but are ready 
To lend their willing hands to any project 
The ſpirit and you Greck. | | 
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Fubtle. This qualifies more! 5 
Tri. And for the orphans goods, let them be valu'd, 
what is needful elſe to the holy work, 

ſhall be number d; here, by me, the /aixts 

brow down their purſe before yau. 
Subtle. This qualifies moſt 
'hy, thus it ſhould be, now you underſtand. 
ve I diſcours'd fo unto you of our ſtone, 
id of the good that it ſhall bring your cauſe? 
zew'd you (beſide the main of hiring forces 
broad, drawing the Hollauders, your friends, | 
tom th' Indies, to ſerve you, with all their fleet) 

hat even the med'cinal uſe ſhould make you a faction, 
ad party in the realm? As put the caſe, 
hat ſome great man in ſtate, he have the gout, 
hy, you but ſend three drops of your Elixir, 

du help him ſtraight : there you have made a friend. 
other has the palſie, or the dropſie, | 
takes of your incombuſtible ſtuff, 
s young again: there you have made a friend. 

lady that is paſt the feat of body, 
0'not of mind, and hath her face decay'd 

ond all cure of paintings, you reſtore 
th the oil of Talek ; there you have made a friend: 
d all her friends. A lord that is a Leper, 
knight that has the bone-ach, or a ſquire 

at hath both theſe, you make 'em ſmooth and ſound, 
ith a bare fricace of your med'cine : ſtill 

v increaſe your friends. 
Tribulation I, tis very pregnant. 

atle. And then the turning of this lawyer's pewter 
plate at Chri/tmaſs 
Inanias. Chriſt-tide, J pray you. 
Subtle. Yet Ananias ? 
Inanias. IJ have done. Subtle. Or changing 
parcel gilt to maſſie gold. You cannot 
t raiſe your friends. Withal, to be of power 
pay an army in the field, to buy 

e king of France out of his realms, or Spain 
t of the Indies. What can you not do 
waſt lords ſpiritual and temporal, 

8 2 
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That ſhall oppone you? Tribulation. Verily, *tis true. th : 
We may be temporal lords our ſelves, I take it. f the 


Subtle. You may be any thing, and leave off to make y nat 
Long-winded exerciſes, or ſuck up Reſtrat, 
Your ha, and hum, in a tune. I not deny, by the 
But ſuch as are not graced in a ſtate, | Daly f 
May, for their ends, be adverſe in religion, | f the 
And get a tune to call the flock together : ays | 
For (to ſay ſooth) a tune does much with women, Tor pr 
And other phlegmatic people, it is your bell. V ver) 

Ananias. bells are prophane : a tune may be religious Wi hem! 

Sub. No warning with you? Then farewel my patient! 
'Slight, it ſhall down: I will not be thus tortur'd. he ar 

Tribuulation. I pray you, Sir. | he di 

Suutle. All ſhall periſh. . I have ſpoke it. From e 

Tribulation. Let me find grace, Sir, in your eyes; the M not! 


He ſtands corrected: neither did his zeal 
(But as your ſelf) allow a tune ſomewhere; 
Which now being to'ard the ſtone, we ſhall not need. 
Subtle. No, nor your holy vizard, to win widows 
To give you legacies; or make zealous wives 
To rob their huſbands for the common cauſe : 
Nor take the ſtart of bonds broke but one day; 
And ſay, they were forefeited by providence. 
Nor ſhall you need o'er night to cat huge meals, 
To celebrate your next day's faſt the better : 
The whilſt the brethren and the ſiſters humbled, 
Abate the ſtiffneſs of the fleſh. Nor caſt 
Before your hungry hearers ſcrupulous bones; 
As whether a Chriſtian may hawk or hunt, 
Or whether matrons of the holy aſſembly 
May lay their hairs out, or wear doublet ; 
Or have that idol ſtarch about their linen, 
Ananias. Tt is indeed an idol. 
Tribulation. Mind him not, Sir. 185 
I do command thee, ſpirit (of zeal, but trouble) 
To peace within him. Pray you, Sir, go on. 
Subtle. Nor ſhall you need to libel ' gainſt the prelatch 
And ſhorten ſo your ears againſt the hearing 
Of the next wire-drawn grace. Nor of neceſſity 
Rail againſt plays. to pleaſe the alderman, 
Whoſe daily cuſtard you devour. Nor lie 
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ith zealous rage till you are hoarſe. Not one 
of theſe fo ſingular arts. Nor call yourſelves 
py names of Tribulation, Perſecution, 
Reffraint, Long-patience, and ſuch like affected 
zy the whole family, or wood of you, 
Only for glory, and to catch the ear 
df the di/ciple. Tribulation. Truly, fir, they are 
ays that godly brethren have invented 
For propagation of the glorious cauſe, | 
b very notable means, and whereby alſo 
hemſelves grow ſoon, and profitably famous. 
Subtle. O, but the ſtone, all's idle to't! nothing! 
he art of angels, nature's miracle, 
he divine ſecret that doth fly in clouds 
From eaſt to weſt ; and whoſe tradition 
Is not for men, but ſpirits. ; 
Ananias. I hate traditions : 
do not truſt them Tribulation. Peace. 
Ananias. They are popiſh, all. 
I will not peace, I will not Tribulation. Ananias. 
Ana. Pleaſe the prophane, to grieve the godly, I may not. 
Subtle. Well, Ananias, thou ſhalt over-come. 
Tribulation. It is an ignorant zeal that haunts him, fir, 
But truly, elſe, a very fauhtul brother, 
\ botcher : and a man, by revelation, 
hat hath a competent knowlege of the truth. 
Subtle. Has he a competent ſum there i' the bag 
o buy the goods within? I am made guardian, 
ud muſt, for charity, and conſcience ſake, 
Now ſee the moſt be made for my poor orphan ; 
Tho' I defire the brethren too, good gainers, | 
here they are within. When you have view'd, and bought 
ind tane the inventory of what they are, ['em, 
hey are ready for projection, there's no more 
o do: caſt on the Med' cine, ſo much ſilver 
s there is in tin there, ſo much gold as braſs, 
Hl gi' it you in by weight. Tribulation. But how long time, 
dir, muſt the ſaints expect yet? Subtle. Let me ſee, 
ow's the moon now? Eight, nine, ten days hence, 
e will be ſilver potate ; then three days 
before he citroniſe : ſome fifteen days 
The Magiſterium will be perfected 
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Alnanias. About the ſecond day or the third week, 
In the ninth month? Subtle. Yes, my good Ananias. 

Tri. What will the orphans goods ariſe ta, think you! 

Sub. Some hundred marks, as much as fillg three cas” 
Unladed now: you'll make fix millions of em. 

But I muſt ha' more coals laid in. 

Tribulation. How! Subtle. Another load, 

And then we have finiſh'd, We muſt now increaſe 
Our fire to ignis ardens, we are paſt 

Fimus equinus, balnei cineris, 

And all thoſe lenter heats. If the holy purſe 
Should with this draught fall low, and that the ſaints 
Do need a preſent ſum, I have a trick 

To melt the pewter, you ſhall buy now, inſtantly, 
And with a tincture make you as good Dutch dollars 
As any are in Holland. Tribulation Can you ſo? 

Subtle. I, and ſhall *bide the third examination. 

Ananias. It will be joyful tidings to the brethren. 

Subtle. But you muſt carry it ſecret. Tri. I, but ſtay, 
This act of coining, is it lawful? Ananias. Lawtul? 
We know no magiſtrate. Or, if we did, 

This 's foreign coin. 
Subtle. It is no coining, ſir. 
It is but caſting. Tribulation. Ha? you diſtinguiſh well, 
Caſting of money may be lawful. A4nanias. * Tis, Sir. 
Tribulation. Truly, I take it ſo. 
Subtle. There 1s no ſcruple, 
Sir, to be made of it: believe Anenias: 
This caſe of conſcience he is ſtudied in. 

Tribulation, TH make a queſtion of it to the brethren. 

Ana. The brethren ſhall approve it lawful. Doubt not. 
Where ſhall it be done ? 

Subtle. For that we'll talk anon, { Knock with 
There's ſome to ſpeak with me. Go in, I pray you, 
And view the parcels. That's the inventory. 

I'll come to you ſtraight, Who is it? Face! appear. 
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: Tous III. 
rr, FACE, DOL, 


Sultle. HOW now? Good prize? 

Face. Good pox! yond' cauſtive cheater 

ever came on. Subtle, How then? 

Face. J ha' walk'd the round 

ill now, and no ſuch thing. 

Subtle. And ha' you quit him? . 

Face. Quit him? an hell would quit him too, he were 
happy. 

ight Soak you have me ſtalk like a mill-jade, 

| day, for one that will not yield us grains ? 

know him of old. Subtle. O, but to ha' gull'd him, 

d been a maiſtry. Face. Let him go, black boy, 

Id turn thee, that ſome freſh news may poſſeſs thee. 

noble count, a don of Spain (my dear 

licious compeer, and my party bawd) 

ho is come hither, private for his conſcience, 

ad brought munition with him, fix great floops, 

ger than three Dutch hoys, beſide round trunks, 1 
miſh'd with piſtolets, and pieces of eight, | 

ill ſtreight be here, my rogue, to have thy bath, | 

That is the calour) and to make his battry 

pon our Dal, our caſtle, our cinque-port, 

r Dqver pire, or what thou wilt. Where is ſhe? 

e muſt prepare perfumes, delicate linen, 

ie bath in chief, a banquet, and her wit, 

Tr the muſt milk his Epididymus. | 

here is the doxy? Subtle. I'll ſend her to thee: 

d but diſpatch my brace ot little John Leydens, 

d come again my ſelf. Face. Are they within then? 

Swtle. Numb'ring the ſum. Face. How much? 

S:le A hundred merks, boy. 

Face. Why, this's a lucky day! ten pounds of Mammon! 

hre o my clark! a Portague o' my grocer! 

us o' the brethren ! beſide reverſions, 
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And ſtates to come i' the widow, and my count / 
My ſhare to day will not be bought for fort) 

Dol. What? | 

Face. Pounds, dainty Dorothee, art thou fo near? 
Dol. Yes, ſay lord general, how fares our camp? 

Face. As with the few that had entrench'd themſelves 
Safe, by their diſcipline, againſt a world, Dol. 


And laugh'd within thoſe trenches, and grew fat | Sub 
With thinking on the booties, Dol, brought in oy 


Daily by their ſmall parties. This dear hour 

A doughty don is taken with my Dol; : 
And thou maiſt make his ranſom what thou wilt, 
My donſabel : he ſhall be brought here fetter'd_ 
With thy fair looks before he ſees thee; and thrown 
In a down-bed, as dark as any dungeon; 

Where thou ſhalt keep him waking with thy drum; 
Thy drum, my Dol, thy drum; till he be tame, 
As the poor black-birds were i' the great froſt, 

Or bees are with a baſon; and ſo hive him 

I the ſwan-ſkin coverlid, and cambric ſheets, 

Till he work honey and wax, my little gods-gif7. 

Dol. What is he, general? Face. An Adalantado, 
A grande, girl. Was not my Dapper here yet? 

Dol. No. Face. Nor my Drugger ? 

Dol. Neither. Face. A pox on 'em, 

They are ſo long a furniſhing! ſuch ſtinkards 
Would not be ſeen upon theſe feſtival days. 
How now! ha' you done? 

Subtle. Done. They are gone. The ſum | e ſwe. 
Is here in bank, my Face. I would we knew 
Another chapman now would buy em out- right. 

Face. *'Shd, Nai ſhall do't againſt he ha' the widow 
To furniſh houſhold. Subtle. Excellent well thought on. 
Pray God he come. Face. I pray he keep away 
Till our new buſineſs be o'erpaſt. Subtle. But, Face, 
How cam'ſt thou by this ſecret don? Face. A ſpirit 


Brought me th' intelligence in a paper here, have þ 

As I was conjuring yonder in my circle OI 

For Surley; I ha'my flies abroad. Your bath Fa 
ace 


Is famous, Subtle, by my means. Sweet Dol, * 5 
You muſt go tune your virginal, no loſing Yi. 


O' the leaſt time. And do you hear? good action. 'bftee 
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ick, like a flounder; kiſs like a ſcallop, cloſe; 

nd tickle him with thy mother tongue. His great 
cr{agoſvpip has not a jot ot language: 

o much the eaſier to be cozen'd; my Dolly, 

c will come here in a hir'd coach, obſcure, 

ad our own coach-man, whom [I have ſent as guide, 

0 creature elſe. Who's that ? [ One knocks ? 
Subtle. It is not he! 

Face. O, no, not yet this hour. 

Subtle. Who is't? Dol. Dapper, |; 

our clerk. Face.” God's will then, queen of Fairy, 

hn with your tyre; and doctor, with your robes. 

's diſpatch him for God's ſake. Subtle. 'Twill be long. 
Face. I warrant you, take but the cues I give you, | 
ſhall be brief enough. slight, here are more! 

bel, and I think the angry boy, the heir, 

hat fain would quarrel. 

Subtle And the widow ? Face. No, 


Pot that I ſee. Away. O Sir, you are welcome. 
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ACE, DAPPER, DRUGGER, KASTRIL. 


Face. THE doctor is within moving for you; 
have had the moſt ado to win him to it) 
e ſwears you'll be the dearling of the dice: 
e never heard her highneſs dote till now (he ſays) 
our aunt has giv'n you the moſt gracious words 
hat can be thought on. Dapper. Shall I ſec her grace? 
Face. See her, and kiſs her to. What honeſt Nab/ 
aſt brought the damaſk ? Nab. No, Sit, here's tobacco, 
Face. Tis well done, Nab : thou'lt bring the damaſk too? 
Dru. Yes, here's the gentleman, captain, maſter Kaſtril, 
have brought to ſee the doctor. 
Face, Where's the widow ? 
Drugger, Sir, as he likes, his ſiſter (he ſays) ſhall come. 
Face. O, is it ſo? Good time. Is your name Kaftril, Six ? 
Kaſtril. I, and the beſt of the Kaſtrils, 1'1d be ſorry elſe, 
' fifteen hundred a year. Where is the doctor? 

| * 
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My mad tobacco-boy, here, tells me of one 
That can do things. Has he any ſkill? Face. Wherein, Si! 
Kaſtril. To carry a buſineſs, manage a quarrel fairly, 

VU pon fit terms. Face. It ſeems, fir, yo are but young 
About the town, that can make that a queſtion. 
Kaſtril. Sir, not ſo young, but I have heard ſome ſpec 
Of the angry boys, and ſeen em take tobacco; 
And in his ſhop: and I can take it too, 
And I would fain be one of 'em, and go down 
And practiſe i' the country. Face. Sir, for the duello, 
The doctor, I aſſure you, ſhall inform you, 
To the leaſt ſhadow of a hair: and ſhew you 
An inſtrument he has of his own making, 
Wherewith no ſooner ſhall you make report 
Of any quarrel, but he will take the height on't 
Moſt inſtantly, and tell in what degree 
Of ſafety it hes in, or mortality. 
And how it may be born, whether in a right-line, 
Or a half-circle ; or may elſe be caſt 
Into an angle-blunt, if not acute: 
All this he will demonſtrate. And then, rules 
To give and take the lie by. Kaſtril. How? to take it} 
Face. Yes, in oblique he'll ſhew you, or in circle. 
But never in diameter. The whole town 
Study his theorems, and diſpute them ordinarily 
At the eating Academies. Kaſtril. But does he teach 
Living by the wits too? Face. Any thing whatever. 
You cannot think that ſubtilty but he reads it. 
He made me a captain. I was a ſtark-pimp, 
Juſt o' your ſtanding, fore I met with him: 
It i' not two months fince. I'Il tell you his method: 
Firſt, he will enter you at ſome ordinary. 
Kaſtril. No, I'll not come there. You ſhall pardon m 
Face. For why, Sir ? 
Kaſtril. There's gaming there, and tricks. 
Face. Why, would you be * 
A gallant, and not game? Kaſtril. I, twill ſpend a man. 
Face. Spend you ? It will repair you when you are ſpent 
How do they live by their wits there, that have vented 
Six times your fortunes ? 
Kaſtril. What, three thouſand a year! 
& Face. I, forty thouſand, . 


1 


Kaſtril. Are there ſuch? Face. I, fir, 
id gallants yet. Here's a young gentleman 
Is born to nothing, forty marks a year, ; 
Vhich I count nothing. He is to be initiated, 
Ind have a flye o' the doctor. He will win you 
by unreſiſtable luck, wi hin this fortnight, 
ough to buy a barony. They will ſet him 
pmoſt at the groom-porters all the cbri/tmas / 
Ind for the whole year through at every place 
here there is play, preſent him with the chair; 
The beſt attendance, the beſt drink; iometimes 
Two glaſſes of Canary, and pay nothing; 
he pureſt linen, and the ſharpeſt knife, 
he partridge next his trencher : and ſamewhere 
he dainty bed, in private with the dainty. 
ou ſhall ha' your ordinaries bid for him, 
play-houſes for a poet; and the maſter 
ray him aloud to name what diſh he affects, 
hich muſt be butter'd ſhrimps : and thoſe that drink 
To no mouth elſe, will drink to his, as being 
he goodly preſident mouth of all the board. 
Kaſtril. Do you not gull one? | 

Face. Ods my life! do you think it? 
ou ſhall have a caſt commander, (can but get 
credit with a glover, or a ſpurrier, 
or ſome two pair of either's ware, aforehand) 
ill, by moſt ſwift poſts dealing with him, 

ve at competent means to keep himſelf, 
s punk, and naked boy, in excellent faſhion, 
ad be admir'd for't. Kaſtril. Will the doctor teach this? 
Face. He will do more, Sir; when your land is gone, 
is men of ſpirit hate to keep earth long) 
a vacation, when ſmall money is ſtirring, 
ad ordinaries ſuſpended till the term, 
ll ſhew a perſpective, where on one fide 
ou ſhall behold the faces and the perſons 
Fall ſufficient young heirs in town, 

boſe bonds are currant for commodity; 
n th' other ſide, the merchants forms, and others, 
hat without help of any ſecond broker, 
Yho will expect a ſhare) will truſt ſuch parcels. 
the third ſquare, the very ſtreet, and ſign 
1 2 
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Where the commodity dwells, and does but wait Anc 
To be deliver'd, be it pepper, ſope, | But 
Hops, or tobacco, oat-meal, woad, or cheeſes. Per! 


All which you may ſo handle, to enjo 


To your own uſe, and never ſtand ob * F 
Kaſtril. T faith! is he ſuch a fellow ! Mul 
Face. Why, Nab here knows him. You 

And then for making matches for rich widows, To 

Young gentlewomen, heirs, the fortunat'ſt man ! The 

He's ſent to, far and near, all over England, D 

'*To have his counſel, and to know their fortunes. And 

Kaſtril. God's will, my ſuſter ſhall ſee him. Fi 

Face. T'll tell you, Sir, lor 
What he did tell me of Nab. It's a ſtrange thing! But t 
(By the way, you muſt cat no cheeſe, Nab, it breeds a') 

lancholy : | De 

And that ſame melancholy breeds worms) but paſs it, Fa 

He told me honeſt Nab here waf ne' er at tavern De 

But once in's life! Drugger Trot, and no more I was 1% Da 
Face. And theghe was ſo ſick 5 Juſt t 
Drugger. Coulq tell that too? I wot 
Face. How ſhould 1 know it? | Da 
Drugger. In troth we had been a ſhooting, Are b 

And had a piece of fat-ram mutton to ſupper, 

That lay ſo heavy o' my ſtomach— | 
Face. And he has no head 

To bear any wine; for what with the noiſe o' the fiddler; | 

And care of his ſhop, for he dares keep no ſervants — i 
Drugger. My head did ſo ake ; 
Face. As he was fain to be brought home, 

The doctor told me. And then a good old-woman— 

Dru. (Yes, faith, ſhe dwells in Sca-coal-lane) did cure nt Sub. 
With ſodden ale, and pellitory o' the wall: Sub; 
Coſt me but two-pence. I had another ſickneſs Sub; 
Was worſe than that. Face. I, that was with the grief Fac, 
Thou took'ſt for being ſeſs'd at eighteen pence, ; Subj 
For the water-work. Drugger. In truth, and it was like Fac, 
I' have coſt me almoſt my life. Face. Thy hair went ai Hopin 

Drugger. Yes, Sir, *twas done for ſpight. As he 

Face. Nay, ſo ſays the doctor. By me 


Koſtuil. Pray thee, tobacco-boy, go fetch my ſuſtcr, Vhict 
NI ſce this learned boy before I go: 


% 
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And fo ſhall ſhe. Face. Sir, he is buſie now: 
But if you have a ſiſter to fetch hither, 
Perhaps your own pains may command her ſooner; 
And he by that time will be free. Kaſiril. I go. 
Face. Drugger, ſhe's thine: the damaſk. (Subtle and [ 
Muſt wraſtle for her.) Come on, maſter Dapper. 
You ſee how | turn clients here away, 
To give your cauſe diſpatch. Ha' you perform'd 
The ceremonies were enjoyn'd you? | 
Dapper. Yes, o'the vinegar, 
And the clean ſhirt. | 
Face. Tis well: that ſhirt may do you 
lore worſhip than you think. Your aunt's a-fire, 
But that ſhe will not ſhew it, t' have a ſight on you. 
In you provided for her grace's ſervants? 
Dapper. Yes, here are ſix ſcore Edward ſhillings. 
Face. Good. 

Dapper. And an old Harry's ſoveraign. Face. Very good. 
Dap. And three James ſhillings, and an Elizabeth groat, 
Juſt twenty nobles. Face. O, you are too juſt. g 

I would you had the other noble in Maries. 
Dap. I have ſome Philip and Marie, Face. I, thoſe ſame 
Are beſt of all. Where are they? Hark, the doctor. 


L 


mV. 


len, | 
SUBTLE, FACE, DAPPER, DOL 


Subtle diſguis'd like a prieſt of Fairy. 
Subtle, IS yet her grace's couſin come? Face. He is come. 
Subtle. And is he faſting? Fac. Yes. 
Subtle. And hath cry'd hum ? 8 
Face. Thrice, you muſt anſwer. Dapper. Thrice. 
Subtle. And as oft buz? 
Face. If you have, ſay. Dap. I have. Sub. Then to her 
Hoping that he hath vinegar'd his ſenſes, [cuz, 
As he was bid, the Fairy Queen diſpenſes, 
By me, this robe, the petticoat of fortune ; 
Fhich that he ſtraight put on, ſhe doth importune. 


* 
= 
1. 
* 
E 
fd 
oy . 
28 
1 
- . 8 
TOS | 
1 57 
: f 
* 
1 
: 4 
© 4 
4 
. E 
i : 
1 7 
4 ; 
+Z By 
L=> 
+39 
> :;Y 
F ay 
{72s 3 
1 
3 
1 
I 
41 > 3 
i 
pf 
IH > 
T8; 
$4 ” 
$ 
. 
1 
"TY $ 
"SES 
\ 
* > 5 
* 2 
5 1 
* 
yo © 
> $5 
£--1%Y 
2 
> * 
4 
Ye U 
C F 
N & 
"= 
5 7 
I + 
5 — 
4 Z 
£ 4 
. 
= 
4 $ 
. . 
7 {| 
3 
oy : 4 
£ T4 
1 
BY 
1 
17 


2 —— , 
ere 5. * . 


» SIV $56 41> V þ . N 
a 5 RN pn wn. 
< . Fg. Ft 


3 os 


1 
$ 
£ 


82 ——— CS 


[25 


— — * © 
D 


x50 THE ALCHEMIST. 


d though to fortune near be her petticoat, 
— Rm. is = ſmock, the queen doth note: 
And therefor, even of that a piece ſhe hath ſent, 
Which, being a child, to wrap him in was rent; 
And prays him for a ſcarf he now will wear it 
(Wich as much love as then her grace did tear it) 
About his eyes, to ſhew he is fortunate. 


[ They blind him with a 


d, truſting unto her to make his ſtate, + 
— throw De all worldly pelf about him; : 
Which that he will perform, ſhe doth not doubt him. 


Face. She need not doubt him, fir. | Alas, he has nothing 


But what he will part withal as willingly, 

Upon her grace's word (throw away your purſe,) 

As ſhe would aſk it: (handkerchiefs and all.) 

She cannot bid that thing, but he'll obey. 

(If you have a ring about you, caſt it off, 

Or a filver ſeal at your wriſt; her grace will ſend 

Her fairies here to ſearch you, therefor deal 

Directly with her highneſs. If they find 

That you conceal à mite, 175 are undone.) 

apper. Truly, there's all. | 

— All har Dapper. My money, truly. 
Face. Keep nothing that is tranſitory about you. 

(Bid Dol play muſic.) Look, the Elves are come 

To pinch you, if you tell not truth. Adviſe you. 


[Dol enters with a cittern ; they pinch lin. 


Dapper. O, I have a paper with a ſpur-ryal in't. 
Face, Ti, ti. 


They knew't, they ſay. Sub. Ti, ti, ti, ti, he has more yt 


- Face. Ii, ti, ti, ti, I the t'other pocket? 
_ Subtle. Titi, titi, titi, titi, titi. 
They muſt pinch ham, or he will never con 
per. O, O. a n 
— Nay, pray you hold. He is her grace's nephew. 
Ti, ti, ti? What care you? Good faith, you ſhall care. 
Deal plainly, Sir, and ſhame the Fairies. Shew 
are an innocent. | ? 
hy one By this good light, I ha“ nothing. 
. Subtle. Ti, ti, ti, ti, to, ta. He does equivocate, ſhe {ah 


feſs, they ſay. 


He throws away, as they bid tin, 
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n do ti, ti ti do, ti da; and ſwears by the light when 
he is blinded. | 

Dap. By this good dark, I ha'nothing but a half-crown 

f gold about my wriſt, that my love gave me; 

1d a leaden heart I wore ſin' ſhe forſook me. 

Face. I thought 'twas ſomething. And would you incur 

ur aunt's diſpleaſure for theſe trifles? Come, 

had rather you had thrown away twenty half-crowns. 

py may wear your leaden heart ſtill. How now? 

Subtle. What news, Dol? 

Dol. Yonder's your knight, Sir Mammon. 

Face God's lid, we never thought of him till now. 

ſhere is he? Dol. Here hard by. H's at the door. 

Subtle. And you are not ready now? Dol. Get his ſuit. 

e muſt be ſent back. Face. O, by no means. 

'hat ſhall we do with this ſame puffing here, 

ow he's o' the ſpit ? 

Subtle. Why, lay him back a while, 

ith ſome device. Ti, ii, ti, ti, ti, ti, Would her grace ſpeak 

with me ? 

come. - Help, Dol. Face. Who's there? Sir Epicure, 

[He ſpeaks through the key-bole, the other knocking. 

5 maſter's i the way. Pleaſe you to walk : 

iree or tour turns but till his back be turn'd, 

pd I am for you. Quickly, Dol. Subtle. Her grace 

dmmends her kindly to you, maſter Dapper. 

Dapper. I long to ſee her grace. Subtle. She now is ſet 

t dinner in her bed, and has ſent you 

om her own private trencher, a dead mouſe, . 

id a piece of ginger-bread, to be merry withal, 

id ſtay your ſtomach, leſt you faint witlt faſting : 

et if you could hold out till ſhe ſaw you (ſhe ſays) 

would be better for you. Face. Sir, he ſhall 

old out, and *twere this two hours, for her higheſs ; 

can aſſure you that. We will not loſe | 

| we ha'done—Subtle. He will not ſee, nor ſpeak 

0 any body, till then. Face. For that we'll put, Sir, 

lay in's mouth. Sub. Of what? Face. Of ginger-bread. 

lake you it fit. He that hath pleas'd her grace 

bus far, ſhall not now crinkle for a little. | 

ape, Sir, and let him fit you, Subtle. Where ſhall we now 


0, 
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Beſtow him? Dol. I' the privy. Subtle. Come along, Sir, 
I now muſt ſhew you fortune's privy lodgings. 

Face. Are they perfum'd, and his bath ready? Sab. All 
Only the fumigation's ſomewhat ſtrong. 


Face. Sir Epicure, I am yours, Sir, by and by. | 2 
f ad 1 

Fa 

ACT Iv. SCENE IL Wa 


FACE, MAMMON, DOL, 


SIR, yo'are come i' the only fineſt time Ma 
Mammon. Where's maſter ? Fac, 

Face. Now preparing for projection, Sir. Ma: 
Your ſnuff will b' all chang'd ſhortly. Dol. 


Mammon. Into gold? 
Fec. To gold and ſilver, Sir. Mam. Silver J care not fit 
Face. Yes, Sir, a little to give beggars. 
Mammon. Where's the lady? | 
Face. At hand here. I ha'told her ſuch brave things o 5 
Touching your bounty, and your noble ſpirit 
Mammon. Haſt thou? © ! 
Face. As ſhe is almoſt in fr fit to ſee you. 
But, good Sir, no Divinity i' your conference, 
For fear of putting her in ragt — Mammon. I warrant their, . dr. 
Face. Six men will not hold her down. And then The ſee 
If the old man ſhould hear or ſee you—Mam. Fear not, 
Face. The _ houſe, Sir, will run mad. You knov i or th . 


How ſcrupulous he is, and violent, There i 
Gainſt the leaſt act of fin. Phyſic, or Mathematics, This lip 


Poetry, State, or Bawd'ry (as I told pou ne o' t 
She will endure, and never ſtartle: but 
No word of controverſie. Mam. I am ſchool'd, good UI Mam 


Face. And you muſt praiſe her houſe, remember that, d ſue 
And her nobility. Mammon. Let me alone: pf Flore 
No Herald, nor no Antiquary, Lungs, To all t 
Shall do it hetter. Go. Face. Why, this is yet Mam; 


A kind of modern happineſs, to have ut e'en 
Dol Common for a great lady. Mammon. Now, Epicurt, Face, 


1 
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Heighten thy ſelf, talk to her, all in gold; 
Rain her as many ſhowers as Jove did drops 
Unto his Danae: ſhew the God a miſer, — 
ompar'd with Mammon. What! the ftone will do't. 
he ſhall feel gold, taſte gold, hear gold, ſleep gold: 
Nay, we will concumbere gold. I will be puiſſant, 
ind mighty in my talk to her. Here ſhe comes. 
Face. To him, Dol, ſuckle him. This is the noble knight, 
told your ladyſhip — Mam. Madam, with your pardon, 
kiſs your veſture. Dol. Sir, I were uncivil 
I would ſuffer that; my lip to you, Sir. 
Mam. I hope my lord your brother be in health, lady. 
Dol. My lord, my brother is, though I no lady, Sir. 
Face. (Well ſaid, my Guiney-bird.) 
Mammon. Right noble madam — 
Face (O, we ſhall have moſt fierce idolatry.) 
Mammon. Tis your prerogative. 
Dol. Rather your courteſie. Le, 
Mam. Were there nought elſe to enlarge your virtues to 
Theſe anſwers ſpeak your breeding, and your blood. 
Dol. Blood we boaſt none, Sir, a poor baron's daughter. 
Mam. Poor, and gat you? Prophane not. Had your fa- 
lept all the happy remnant of my life [ther 
fter that act, lien but there ſtill, and panted, | 
had done enough to make himſelf, his iſſue, 
id his poſterity noble. Dol. Sir, although 
Ve may be ſaid to want the gilt and trapings, 
The dreſs of honour, yet we ſtrive to keep 
The ſeeds and the materials. Mammon. I do ſee 
The old ingredient, virtue, was not loſt, 
or the drug money us'd to make your compound. 
There is a ſtrange nobility i' your eye, 
This lip, that chin! methinks you do reſemble 
ne o the Auſtriac princes. Face. Very like, 
er father was an Iriſh coſtarmonger. 
Mammon. The houſe of Valois juſt had ſuch a noſe, 
Ind ſuch à forehead yet the Medici | 
Vf Florence boaſt. Dol. Troth, and I have been lik'ned 
To all theſe princes. Face. I'll be ſworn, I heard it. 
Mammon. I know not how! it is not any one, 
but Cen the very choice of all their features. 
Face, Pl in, and laugh. Mam. A certain touch, or air, 
U | 
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That ſparkles a divinity, beyond 
An earthly beauty! Dol. O, you play the courtier. 
Mamman. Good lady, gr me leave 

Dol. In faith, I may not, 

To mock me, Sir. 1 To burn in this ſweet flame; 

The Phoenix never knew a nobler death. 

Dol. Nay, now you court the courtier, and deſtroy 
What you would build. This art, Sir, i“ your words, 
Calls whole faith in queſtion. Mam. By my ſoul— 

Dol. Nay oaths are made o' the ſame air, Sir. 

Mammon. Nature 
Never beſtow'd upon mortality 
A more unblam'd, a more harmonious feature : 

She play'd the ſtep-dame in all faces elfe. 

Sweet madam, le' me be particular 
Dal. Particular, Sir? I pray you, know your diſtance, 
Mammon. In no ill ſenſe, ſweet lady, but to aſk 

How you fair graces paſs the hours ? I ſee 

Yo'are lodg'd here, i' the houſe of a rare man, 

An excellent artiſt; but what's that to you ? 

Dol. Yes, Sir; I ſtudy here the Mathematics, 

And diſtillation. Mammon. O, cry your pardon, 

He's a divine inſtructor, can extract 

The ſouls of all things by his art; call all 

The virtues, and the miracles of the ſun, 

Into a temperate furnace; teach dull nature 

What her own forces are. A man, the emp'ror 

Has courted, above Kelley ; ſent his medals 

And chains, t' invite him. 

Dol. I, and for his phyſic, Sir | 

Mommon. Above the art of Aſculapius, 

That drew the envy of the thunderer ! 

J know all this, and more. Dol. Troth, I am taken, d, 

Whole with theſe ſtudies, that contemplate nature. 
Mammon. It is a noble humour: but this form 

Was not intended to ſo dark a uſe. . 

Had you been crooked, foul, of ſome coarſe mold, 

A cloyſter had done well; but ſuch a feature 

"That might ſtand up the glory of the kingdom, 

To hve recluſe! is a meer ſoloeciſm, 

Though in a nunnery. It muſt not be. 

I muſe, my lord your brother will permit it! 
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You ſhould ſpend half my land firſt, were I he. 


Does not this diamant better on my finger, 
Than i' the quarry ? Dol. Les. Mam. Why, you are like it. 
You were created, lady, for the light! 
Here, you ſhall wear it; take it, the firſt pledge 
Of what I ſpeak, to bind you to believe me. 
Dol. In chains of adamant ? 
Mammon. Yes, the ſtrongeſt bands. - | 
Ind take a ſecret too. Here, by your ſide, | 
Doth ſtand, this hour, the happieſt man in Europe. 
Dol. You are contented, Sir? Mam. Nay, in true being, 
he envy of princes, and the fear of ſtates. 
Dol. Say you ſo, fir Epicure! 
Mammon. Yes, and thou ſhalt prove it, 
Daughter of honour. I have caſt mine eye : 
pon thy form, and I will rear this beauty 
Above all ſtyles. Dol. You mean no treaſon, Sir! 
Mammon. No, I will take away that jealouſie. 
I am the lord of the Philoſophers ſtone, 
And thou the lady. Dol. How, Sir! ha'you that. 
Mammon. I am the maſter of the maſtery. 
is day the good old wretch here o' the houſe 
as 1 it for us: now he's at projection. 
hink there thy firſt wiſh now; let me hear it: 
ind it ſhall rain into thy lap, no ſhower, 
but floods of gold, —— cataracts, a deluge, 
0 get a nation on thee. Dol. You axe pleas'd, Sir, 
To work on the ambition of our ſex. 
Mammon. I'm pleas'd the glory of her ſex ſhould know, 
This nook, here, of the Friers 1s no climate | 
or her to live obſcurely in, to learn 
byſic and ſurgery, for the conſtable's wife 
Vf ſome old hundred in Eſex: but come forth, 
and taſte the air of palaces; eat, drink | 
The toils of Emp'rics, and their boaſted practice; 
Tincture of pearl, and corral, gold and amber; 
te ſeen at feaſts and triumphs; have it aſk'd, - 
Vhat miracle ſhe is? Set all the eyes 
t court a-fire, like a burning-glaſs, 1H 
nd work 'em into cinders, when the jewels q 


r twenty ſtars adorn thee, and the light } 
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Strikes out the ſtars; that when thy name is mention'd, 

Queens may look pale; and we but ſhewing our love, 

Nero's Poppaea may be loſt in ſtory ! 

'Thus will we have it. Dol. I could well conſent, Sir. 

But, in monarchy, how will this be? 

The prince will ſoon take notice, and both ſeiſe 

You and your /tone, it being a wealth unfit 

For any private ſubject. Mammon. If he knew it. 
Dol. Yourſelf do boaſt it, Sir. Mam. To thee, my life, 
Dol. O, but heware, Sir! you may come to end 

The remnant of your days in a loath'd priſon, 

Fy ſpeaking of it. Mammon. Tis no idle fear: 

We'll therefor go withal, my girl, and live 

In a free ſtate, where we will eat our mullets, 

Sous'd in high-country wines, ſup pheaſants eggs, 

And have your cocklets, boi d in filver ſhells, 

Our ſhrimps to ſwim again, as when they liv'd, 

In a rare butter, made of dolphins milk, 

Whoſe cream does look like opals; and with theſe 

Delicate meats ſet our ſelves high for pleaſure, 


Our youth and ſtrength, with drinking the Elixir, 
And ſo enjoy a perpetuity » 
Of life and Juſt. And thou ſhalt ha'thy wardrobe 
Richer than zature's, ſtill to change thyſelf, 
And vary oftner, for thy pride, than ſhe, 
Or art, her wife, and almoſt equal ſervant. 
Face. Sir, you are too loud. I hear you ev'ry word 
Into the laboratory. Some fitter place; 
The garden, or great chamber above. How like you he; 
Mammon. Excellent! Lungs. There's for thee, 
Face. But do you hear? 
Good Sir, beware, no mention of the Rabbins. 
Mammon. We think not on 'em. | 
"ace. O, it is well, Sir. Subile ! 


THE ALCHEMIST. 157 


SCENE. I 


(CE, SUBTLE, KASTRIL, DAME PLIANT. 


Face, DOS T thou not laugh? 0 

Subtle. Yes. Are they gone? Face. All's clear. 

Subtle The widow 1s come. | 

Face. And your quarrelling diſciple ? | 
Subtle. T. Face. I muſt to my captainſhip again then. 
Subtle. Stay, bring em in firſt. 

Face. So I meant. What is ſhe ? 

ony-bell ? Subtle. I know not. Face. We'll draw lots, 

bu'll ſtand to that? 

Subtle, What elſe? Face. O, for a ſuit, | 
d fall now like a curtain, flap. Sub. To th' door, man. 
Face. You'll have the firſt kiſs, cauſe I am not ready. 
Subtle. Yes, and perhaps hit you thro” both the noſtrils. 
Face. Who would you ſpeak with? 

Kaſtril, Where's the captain? Face. Gone, Sir, 

out ſome buſineſs. 

Kaſtril. Gone? Face. He'll return ſtraight. 

t maſter doctor, his lieutenant, is here. N 
Subtle. Come near, my worſhipful boy, my Terrae Fili, 
at is, my boy of land; make thy approaches: 

elcome: I know thy luſt, and thy deſires, 

dd will ſerve and ſatisſie em. Begin, 

arge me from thence, or thence, or in this line; 

re is my center: ground thy quarrel. Kaſtril. You lie. 
dubtle. How, child of wrath and anger! the loud lie? 

Ir what, my ſudden boy? Kaſtril. Nay, that look you to, 
m afore-hand. Subtle. O, this's no true Grammar, 

ad as ill Logic You muſt render cauſes, child, 

bur firſt . ſecond Intentions, know you Canons, 

d your Diviſions, Moods, Degrees, and Differences, 

bur Predicaments, Subſtance, and Accident, 

ries extern and intern, with their Cauſes, 

ſeient, Material, Formal, Final, 

dd ha'your Elements perfect — Kaſtril. What is this! 

pe angry tongue he talks in? Subtle. That falſe precept 


life, 


1 het; 
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Of being afore-hand, has deceiv'd a number, 

And made em enter quarrels often- times, 

Before they were aware; and afterward, 

Againſt their wills. Kaſtril. How muſt I do then, Sir! 
Subtle. I cry this lady mercy : ſhe ſhould firſt 

Have been ſaluted. 1 do call you lady, 

Becauſe you are to be one, ere't be long, 

My ſoft and buxome widow. [He kiſſes | 
Kafiril. Is ſhe, i' faith? 
Subtle. Yes, or my art is an egregious lar. 


Kaſtril. How know you ? F. 
Subtle. By inſpection on her forehead, 

And ſubtlety of her lip, which muſt be taſted face. 
Often, to make a judgment. slight, ſhe melts ubtle. 
; 2 [He kiſſes her qui re.! 

Like a Myrabolane! Here is yet a line, any c 

In Rivo frontis, tells me he is no knight. Face, 1 
Pliant. What is he then, Sir? Sub. Let me ſee your hui rr. 5 
O, your Linea fortunae makes it plain; ubtle. 
= Stella here, in Monte Veneris : ace. N 
But, moſt of all, junfura annularis. ſou rel 
He is a ſoldier, or a man of art, lady; erefor 
But ſhall have ſome great honour ſhortly. Pliant. Brote Ne. N 
He's a rare man, believe me! Kaſtril. Hold your peace. Nu art 
Here comes the t other rare man. Save you, captain. ute. 
Face. Good maſter Kaſtril. Is this your ſiſter? K.. I, Hut, I 
Pleaſe to kiſs her, and be proud to know her. under 
Face. I ſhall be proud to know you, lady. Pliant. Brotbe tle.! 
He calls me lady too. Kaſtril. I, peace, I heard it. better 
Face. The count is come. n her, 
Subtle. Where is he? Face. At the door Ws it C 
Sub. Why, you muſt entertain him. Face. What'll you dl you g 
With theſe the while? utle, I 
Subtle. Why, have em up, and ſhew 'em - be will 
Some fuſtain book, or the dark glaſs. Face. *Fore God, Mſn of a 
She is a delicate dab-chick! I mult have her. | 
Subtle. Muſt you? I, if your fortune will, you muſt. N. $ 
Come, Sir, the captain will come to us preſently: Wtle, V 
I'll ha' you to my chamber of Demonſtrations, a. Peac 
Where I'll ſkew you both the Grammar, and Logic, boks in 
And Rhetoric of quarrelling; my whole method d in by 


Drawn out in tables; and my inſtrument, 
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at hath the ſeveral ſcales upon't, ſhall make you 
le to quarrel, at a ſtraws-breadth by moon-light. 
d, lady, I'll have you look in a glaf, 

ne half an hour, but to clear ren eye- ſight, 

ainſt you ſee your fortune; which 1s greater 

an I may judge upon the ſudden, truſt me. 


S C . 


FACE, SUBTLE, SURLEY. 


pace. WHERE are you, doctor? 
pubtle. I'll come to you preſently. 
Face. I will ha' this ſame widow, now, I ha' ſeen her, 
any compoſition. Subtle. What do you ſay ? 
Face, Ha' you diſpos'd of them? Subtle. J ha' ſent em up. 
ace. Subtle, in troth, I needs muſt have this widow. - 
ubtle. Is that the matter? 
ae, Nay, but hear me. Subtle. Go to, 
ou rebel once, Dol ſhall know it all. 
erefor be quiet, and obey your chance. 
xe. Nay, thou art ſo violent now do but conceive. 
ou art old, and canſt not ſerve 
ubtle. Who, cannot I? 
pht, I will ſerve her with thee, for a — Face. Nay, 
underſtand, I'll gi' you compoſition. | 
tle, I will not treat with thee: what, ſell my fortune? 
better than my birth-right. Do not murmur, | 
nher, and carry her. If you grumble, Dol 
ws it directly. Face. Well, Sir, I am ſilent. 
Il you go help to fetch in Don in ſtate? 
wtle. I follow you, Sir. We mult keep Face in awe, 
he will over-look us like a tyrant. 
2 of a taylor! who comes here? Don Jobn? 

[ Surley like a Spaniard. 
ſt. Nley. Sennores, beſo las manos, a vueſtras mercedes. 


„ 


wtle, Would you had ſtoop'd a little, and kiſt our anos. | 


ac. Peace, Subtle. Sub. Stab me; I ſhall never hold, man. 
looks in that deep ruff, like a head in a platter, 
d in by a ſhort cloke upon two treſlils. 
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Face. Or, what do you ſay to a collar of brawn, cut di 
Beneath the ſouſe, and wriggled with a knife? 

Subtle. *Slud, he does look too fat to be a Spaniard, 

Face. Perhaps ſome Fleming, or ſome Hollander got hin 
In d' Alva's time; count Egmont's baſtard. Subtle. Do, 
Yoor ſcurvy, yellow, Madrid Face is welcome. 

Surley. Gratia. Subtle. He ſpeaks out of a fortification, 
Pray God, he ha'no ſquibs in thoſe deep ſets. 

Surley. Por dios, ſennores, muy linda caſa ! 8 

Subtle. What ſays he? Face. Praiſes the houſe, I thitk 
I know no more but's action. Subtle. Yes, the caſa, 
My precious Diego, will prove fair enough, 

To cozen you in. Do you mark? You ſhall 
Be cozen'd, Diego. Face. Cozen'd do you ſee? 
My worthy Donzel cozen'd. Surley. Entiendo. 

Sabtle. Do you intend it? So do we, dear don. 
Have you brought piſtolets, or Portagues, 

My ſolemn don? Doſt thou feel any? Face. Full. 
He feels his pri. 

Subtle. You ſhall be emptied, don, pumped and dram 
Dry, as they ſay. Face. Milked, in troth, ſweet don. 

Subtle. See all the monſters; the great lion of all, an. 

Surley. Con licentia, ſe puede ver a eſta ſennora? 

Subtle. What talks he now ? 

Face. O' the ſennora. Subtle. O, don, 

That is the lioneſs, which you ſhall ſee 
Alſo, my don. Face. slid, Subtle, how ſhall we do! 

Subile. For what? | 

Face. Why DoPs employ'd, you know. Subtle. That's tn 
*Fore heaven, 1 know not: he muſt ſtay, that's all. 

Face. Stay! That he muſt not by no means. 

Subtle. No! why? 

Face. Unleſs you'll mar all. slight, he'll ſuſpect it: 
And then he will not pay, not half fo well. | 
This is a travell'd punk-maſter, and do's know 
All the delay; a notable hot-raſcal, | 
And looks already rampant. Subtle. Sdeath, and Mamm 
Muſt not be troubled. Face. Mammon! in no caſe. 

Subtle. What ſhall we do then ? 

Face. Think: you muſt be ſudden. ö 

Sur. Entiendo, qua la ſennora es tan hermoſa, que codicio tit ou tha 
a ver la, como la bien aventuranza di mi vida. U 
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Face. Mi vida? *Slid, Subtle, he puts me in mind o' the 
Vhat doſt thou ſay to draw her to't? ha!? ſwidow. 
id tell her it is her fortune? all our venture 

low lies upon't, it is but one man more, 

Vhich on's chance to have her: and beſide 

here is no maidenhead to be fear'd or loſt. 

That doſt thou think on't, Subtle ? 

Subtle. Who, I, why? | 

Fate. The credit of our houſe too is engag'd. 

Subtle. You made me an offer for my ſhare ere-while. 
hat wilt thou gi' me, i' faith? Face. O, by that light 

Il ot buy now. You know your doom to me. 

en take your lot, obey your chance, Sir; win her, 

d wear her out for me. | 

Subtle, Slight, I'll not work her then. 

Face. It is the Common Cauſe 5; therefor bethink you. 
od elſe muſt know it, as you ſaid. Subtle. I care not. 
Surley. Sennores, por que ſe tarda tanta? 

Subtle. Faith, I am not fit, I am old. 

Face, That's now no reaſon, Sir. 

Surley. Puede ſer, de hazer burla di mi amor. 

Face. You hear the Don too? By this air, I call, 

d looſe the hinges : Dol. Subtle. A plague of hell— 
Face. Will you then do? Subtle. Yo' are a terrible rogue, 
ll think of this: will you, Sir, call the widow ? 
Face, Yes, and T'll take her too, with all her faults, 

ow, I do think on't better. Subtle With all my heart, fir; 
d I diſcharg'd o' the lot? Face. As you pleaſe. 

Sab;le. Hands. | 

Face. Remember now, that upon any change, 

ou never claim her, 

Subtle. Much good joy, and health to you, Sir, 

ary a whore? Fate, let me wed a witch firſt. 

Surley, Por eſtas honrada's barbas —— 

Subtle. He ſwears by his beard. 

patch, and call the brother too. 

Surley. Tiengo, duda, ſennores, 

w no me hogan alguna traycion. | 

Subtle. How, {fue on? Yes, praeſta ſennor. Pleaſe you 
tbratha the Chambrata, worthy don? 

here if you pleaſe the fates, in your Bathada, | 

bu ſhall be ſoak'd, and ſtroak'd, and tub'd, and tub'd, 
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And ſcrub'd, and fub'd, dear don, before you go. 
You ſhall in faith, my ſcurvy baboon don, 

Be curried, claw'd, and flaw'd, and taw'd, indeed. 
I will the heartlier go about it now, 

And make the widow a punk ſo much the ſooner, 
To be reveng'd on this impetuous Face: 

The quickly doing of it, 1s the grace, 
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S-. C E N E IV. 


FACE, kAs TR IL, DA. PLIAN T, SUBTLE, SURLE! 


Face. COME, lady: I knew the doctor would not leave 
Till be had found the very nick of her fortune. 
Kaſ. To he a counteſs, ſay you? A Spaniſh counteſs, Sit! 
Pliant. Why, is that better than an Engliſh counteſs? 
Face. Better : *Slight, -make you that a queſtion, lady! 
 Kaſtril. Nay, ſhe is a fool, captain, you muſt pardon he 
Face. Aſk from your courtier, to your inns-of-court-mat 
To your meer millener ? they will tell you all, 
Your Spaniſh gennet is the beſt horſe; your Spaniſ 
Stoup is the beſt garb; your Spaniſh beard _ 
Is the beſt cut; your Spaniſb ruffs are the beſt 
Wear; your Spaniſh Pavin the beſt dance; 
Your Spaniſh titillation in a glove 
The beſt perfume. And for your Spaniſh pike, 
And Spaniſh blade, let your poor captain ſpeak. 
Here comes the doctor. Subtle, My moſt honour'd lady, 
(For ſo I am now to ſtyle you, having found 
By this my ſcheme, you are to nndergo 
An honourable fortune, very ſhortly) 
What will you ſay now, if ſome 


Face. I had told her all, Sir; e dod 
And her right worſhipful brother here, that ſhe ſhall be Note. 
A counteſs ; do not delay em, Sir: a Spaniſh counteſs. barley. 

Subtle. Still, my ſearce worſhipful captain, you can ken, 


No ſecret. Well, ſince he has told you, madam, 

Do you forgive him, and I do, 
Kaſtril. She ſhall do that, Sir, 

I'll look to't, 'tis my charge. 


Face, ] 
Kaſtril, 
Face, ! 
| that, 
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Subtle. Well then: nought reſts 

ut that ſhe fit her love now to her fortune, 

Plant. Truly I ſhall never brook a Spaniard. Subtle. No! 
Pliant. Never ſin' eighty-eight could I abide 'em, 

id that was ſome three year atore I was born, in truth. 
Subtle. Come, you mult love him, or be miſerable ; 

huſe which you will. 

Face. By this good ruſh, perſuade her, | 

te will cry ſtrawberries elſe, within this twelve-month. 
Subtle. Nay, ſhads and mackarel, which is worſe. 

Face. Indeed, Sir? 

Kaſtril. God's lid, you ſhall love him, or I'll kick you. 
Pliant. Why ? 

do as you will hu' me, brother. Kaſtril. Do, 

by this hand I'll maul you. Face. Nay, good Sir, 

not ſo fierce. Subtle. No, my enraged child, 

e will be rul'd. What, when ſhe comes to taſte 

he pleaſures of a counteſs! to be courted 
Face, And kiſt, and ruffled! Sub. I, behind the hangings, 
Face. And then come forth in pomp! - 

Subtle. And know her ſtate! 

Face, Of keeping all th' idolaters o' the chamber 

er to her, than at their prayers! Subtle. Is ſerv'd 

pon the knee! Face. And has her pages, uſhers, 

otmen, and coaches 
Swtle, Her ſix mares Face. Nay, eight! 

Subtle, To hurry her through London, to th' Exchange, 
lem, the China-houſe Face. Yes, and have 

e citizens gape at her, and praiſe her tires! 

d my lord's gooſe-turd bands, that rides with her! 

aſtril. Moſt brave! by this hand you are not my ſiſter, 
you refuſe. Pliant. I will not refuſe, brother. 

ubtle. Que es eſto, ſennores, que non ſe venga? 

la tardanza me mata] Face. Is it the count come? 

e doctor knew he would be here, by his art. 

wtle, En gallanta madama, don ! gallantiſſima ! 

purley. Por todos los dioſes, le mas acaboda 

moſura, gue he viſto en mi vida! 

pace. Is't not a gallant language that they ſpeak ? 

Kſiril. An admirable language! is't not French? 

Face, No, ' Spaniſh, Sir. Kaſtril. It goes like law-French, 
that, they ſay, is the courtlieſt language. Face. Liſt, ſix. 
R 2 
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Surley. El fol ha perdido ſu lumbre, con el . 
Reſplandor, que trae eſta dama. Valga me dios ! 
Face, He admires your ſiſter. 
Kaſtril. Muſt not ſhe make court'ſie? 
Subtle. *Ods will, ſhe muſt go to him, man, and kiſs hin 
It is the Spaniſh faſhion, for the women 
To make firſt court. Face. Tis true he tells you, Sir, 
His art knows all. Surley. Por que no ſe acude? 
Kaftril. He ſpeaks to her, I think. Face. That he does, fr 
Surley. Por el amor de dios, que es eſto, que ſe tarda? 
Koſiril Nay, ſee: ſhe will not underſtand him! gull, 
Noddy. Pliant. What ſay you, brother? Kaſ. Af, ſuſte 


G. kuſs him, as the cunning man would ha' you, b 
I']I thruſt a pin i' your buttocks elſe. Face. O, no Sir. iat: 
Surley. Sennora mia, mi perſona muy indigna eſta as 6 


Alle gar a tanta Hermofura. 
Face. Does he not uſe her bravely ? Ka/. Bravely, i fate | 
Face. Nay, he will uſe her better. Kaf. Do you think i 
Surley. Sennora, ſi ſera ſervida, entremus. 
Kaſtril. Where does he carry her? 

Face. Into the garden, Sir; 

Take you no thought: 1 muſt interpret for her. 
Sub. Give Dol the word. Come, my fierce child, advanq 

We'll to our quarrelling leſſon again. Kaſtril, Agreed, 

I love a Spaniſh boy with all my heart. 

Subtle. Nay, and by this means, Sir, you ſhall be brotit 

To a great count. Keſtril. I, I knew that at firſt. 

This match will advance the houſe of the Kaſtrils. 
Subtle. Pray God your ſiſter prove but plant. 
Kaſtril. Why, 

Her name is ſo, by her other huſband. Subtle. How! 
Kaſiril. The widow Pliant. Knew you not that! 
Subtle. No faith, Sir: Ry 

Yet, by erection of her figure, I gueſt it, 

Come, let's go practiſe. Kaſ. Yes, but do you think, dod 

I c'cr ſhall quarrel well? Subtle. J warrant you. 
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V. 


0 L, MAMMON, FACE, SUBTLE. 


Dol. FOR, after Alexander's death—{ In her fit of talking. 
Mammon. Good lady | 
Dol. That Perdiecas and Antigonus were ſlain, 
The two that ſtood, Seleuc', and Ptolmee 
Mam. Madam. Dol. Made up the two legs and the fourth 
beaſt, | 
That was Gog-north, and Egypt-ſouth : which after 
as call d Gog-iron-leg, and South iron-leg Mammon. Lady— 
Del. And then Gog-horned. So was Egypt, too. 
Then Egypt clay-leg, and Gog clay-leg —— 
Mammon. Sweet madam. 
Dol. And laft Gog-duſt, and Egypt-duft, which fall 
1 the laſt link of the fourth chain. Aud theſe 
be ſtars in ſtory, which none ſee or lock at 
Mammon. What ſhall I do? Dol. For, as he ſays, except 
ye call the rabbins, and the Heathen Greeks 
Mammon. Dear lady. Dol. To come from Salem, and from 
ud teach the people of great Britain [Athens, 
Face. What's the matter, Sir? 
Dol. To ſpeak the tongue of Eber, and Javan— Mammon. O, 
She's in her fit. Dol. We ſhall know nothing Face. Death, Sir, 
Ve are undone. Dol. Where then a learned linguiſt 
Shall ſee the ancient us'd communion 
1 f vowels and conſonants— Face. My maſter will hear! 
Dol. A wiſdom, which Pythagoras held moſt high— 
Mammon. Sweet honourable lady. Dol. To comprize 
lil ſorts of voices, in few marks of letters | 
Face. Nay, you muſt never hope to lay her now. 
Dol. And ſo we may arrive by Talmud ſkill, 
And prophane Greek, to raiſe the building up 
Of Helen's houſe againſt the T/maelite, 
Ning Thogarma, and his Habergions 
brimſtony, blue, and fiery; and the force 
vi the king Abaddon, and the beaſt of Gittim 
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Which Rabbi David Kimchi, Ontelos, 
And Aben Ezra do interpret Rome. | 
Face. How did you put her into't? Mam. Alas, I talk 
Of a fifth Monarchy I would erect, | They ſpeak together 
With the Philoſophers (by chance) and ſhe 
Falls on the other four ſtrait. , Face. Out of Broughton ! 
I told you ſo. *Slid ſtop her mouth. Mammon. Is't beſt! 
Face. She'll never leave elſe. If the old man hear her, 
We are but feces, aſhes. Subtle. What's to do there ? 
Face. O, we are loſt. Now ſhe hears him ſhe is quiet. 
Mammon. Where ſhall I hide me? 
| . [Upon Subtle's entry they diſperle 
Subtle. How! what acht k fere! e 
Cloſe deeds of darkneſs, and that ſhun the light! 
Bring him again. Who is he? what, my ſon! Man 
O, I have liv'd too long. Mam. Nay, good, dear father, all) 
There was no unchaſte purpoſe. Subtle. Not? and flee me WM peck 
When I come in? Mam. That was my error. Sub. Error! Man 
Guilt, guilt, my ſon. Give it the right name, No marvel, Face. 


Tf I found cheek in our great work within, Mam 

When ſuch affairs as theſe are managing! Face. 
Mammon. Why, have you ſo? Mam 
Subtle. It has ſtood ſtill this half hour, Subtle 

And all the reſt of our 1% works gone back. 

Where is the inſtrument of wickedneſs, Mam; 


My lewd falſe drudge? Mam. Nay, good Sir, blame not hin, Wwas n 
Believe me, *twas againſt his will, or knowlege. er us 
I ſaw her by chance. Subtle. Will you commit more fin, Mon us 
T' excuſe a varlet? Mammon. By my hope tis true, Sir. du grie 
ä Subtie. Nay, then I wonder leſs, if you, for whom 00d fir 

The bleſſing was prepar'd, would ſo tempt heaven, ad that 


And loſe your fortunes. Mammon. Why, Sir? Face. 
Subtle. This Il retard \ r ſome 
The work, a month at leaſt. Mammon, Why, if it do, hundr, 
What remedy ? but think it not, good father: Face. 
Our purpoſes were honeſt. Subtle. As they were, Mamn 


So the reward will prove. How no! aye me. 

God, and all ſaints be good to us. What's that? 

| [4 great crack and noiſe withit, 
Face. O Sir, we are defeated ? all the works . 

Are flown in fumo every glaſs is burſt. 

Fornace, and all rent down! as if a bolt nethin, 
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{thunder had been driven through the houſe 
torts, receivers, pellicanes, bolt-heads, 
ſtruck in ſhivers! help, good Sir! alas, 

[Subtle falls down as in a fwoon. 
oldneſs and death invades him. Nay, Sir Mammon, 
the fair offices of a man! you ſtand, 
you were readier to depart than he. 
ho's there? My lord her brother is come. 
Manmon. Ha, Lungs ? 
Face. His coach is at the door. Avoid his ſight, 
or he's as furious as his ſiſter is mad. [ne knocks. 
Mammon. Alas! | 
Face. My brain is quite undone with the fume, Sir. 
ne er muſt hope to be mine own man again. 
Mammon. Is all loſt, Lungs? Will nothing be preſerv'd, 
all your coſt ? Face. Faith, very little, Sir. | 
peck of coals, or ſo, which is cold comfort, Sir. 
Mammon. O my voluptuous mind! I am juſtly puniih'd. 
Face. And ſo am I, Sir. 
Mammon. Caſt from all my hopes 
Face. Nay, certainties, Sir. 
Mammon. By mine own baſe affections. 
Subtle. O, the curſt fruits of vice and luſt! 
[Subtle ſeems to come to himſelf. 


Mammon. Good father, 
was my ſin. Forgive it. Subtle. Hangs my roof 
er us ſtill, and will not fall, O juſtice, | 
don us, for this wicked man! Face. Nay, look, fir, 
du grieve him now with ſtaying in his fight: 
dod fir, the noble man will, come too, and take you, 

ad that may breed a tragedy. Mammon. T'll go. 

Face. T, and repent at home, fir. It may be, 

r ſome good penance you may ha't yet, 
, hundred pound to the box at Bet lem Mammon. Yes. 
Face. For the reſtoring ſuch as ha' their wits. 
Mammon. T'll do't. 
Face. T'll ſend one to you to receive it. Mammon. Do, 
no projection left? Face. All flown, or ſtinks, fir. 
lam. Will nought be ſav'd, that's good for med'cine, 
think'ſt thou? 
Face, I cannot tell, Sir. There will be, perhaps, 
nething, about the ſcraping of the ſhardes, | 
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Will cure the itch, though not your itch of mind, fir, 
It ſhall be ſav'd for you, and ſent home. Good fir, 


Pli- 


This way, for fear the lord ſhould meet you. Subtle. F Sur. 
Face. I. Subtle. Is he gone? Face. Yes, and as heavy Vo tre 
As the gold he hop'd for, were in his blood. ; Subt 
Let us be light though. Subtle. I, as balls, and bound Ind m 
And hit our heads againft the roof for joy: keen c. 
There's ſo much of our care now caſt away. honſel, 
Face. Now to our don. | lter y 
Subtle. Les, your young widow, by this time do no 
Is made a Counteſs, Face: Sh' has been in travail t hath 


Of a young heir for you. . 
"ace. Good, fir. Subtle, Off with your caſe, 

- And greet her kindly, as a bridegroom ſhould, 
After theſe common hazards. Face. Very well, fir: Sur, \ 
Will you go fetch don Diego off, the while? 

Subtle. And fetch him over too, if you'll be pleas'd, fir 
Would Dol were in her place, to pick his pockets now. 

Face. Why, you can do it as well, as if you would ſet to 
I pray you prove your virtue. Subtle. For your ſake, fir m the 
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SURLEY, DA, PLIANT, SUBTLE, FACE 


Surley. Lady, you fee into what hands you are faln; 
Mongſt what a neſt of villains! and how near 
Your honour was t' have catch'd a certain clap 
(Thro' your credulity) had I but been 


So punctually forward, as place, time, ul cloſe 
And other circumſtances would ha' made a man: id, on 2 
For yo'are a handſome woman, would you were wiſe to "i ſubli 
I am a gentleman come here diſguis'd, d fly ou 
Only to find the knaveries of this Citadel, en ſwoe 
And where I might ha' wrong'd your honour, and ha' not, At caſte; 
I claim ſome intereſt in your love. You are, ues, p 
They ſay, a widow, rich: and I am a batchellor, — 

midi 


Worth nought: your fortunes may make me a man, 
As mine ha'preſerv'd you a woman. Think upon it, 
And whether I have deſerv'd you, or no. 
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Pliant. I will, fir. 
Surley. And for theſe houſhold-rogues, lec me alone, 
Fo treat with them. 
Subtle. How doth my noble Diego? 
Ind my dear madam counteſs? Hath the count 
en courteous, lady? liberal? and open? 
honſel, methinks you look melancholic 
lter your coitum, and ſcurvy! True-ly, 
do not like the dulneſs of your eye, 
t hath a heavy caſt, tis upſee-Dutch, 
ud fays you are a lumpiſh whore-maſter. 
e lighter, I will make your pockets ſo. 

He falls to picking of them 
Sur. Will you, don bawd, and pick-purſe ? How now! reel 
nd up, Sir, you ſhall find fince I am ſo heavy, [you? 
ll gi you equal weight. Subtle. Help, murder! 
Surley. No, Sir. There's no ſuch thing intended. A good 
d a clean whip ſhall eaſe you of that fear, | 
am the Spaniſh don, that ſhould be cozened, 
o you ſee? cozen'd? where's your captain Face? 
hat parcel-broker, and whole bawd, all raſkal. 
Face. How, Surley ? Surley. O, make your approach, good 

captain, 
have found from whence your copper-rings and ſpoons 
dme, now, wherewith you cheat abroad in taverns. 
was here you learn'd t' anoint your boot with brimſtone, 
hen rub mens gold on't, for a kind of touch, 
ad ſay 'twas naught, when you had chang'd the colour, 
hat you might ha't for nothing. And this doctor, 
ur footy, ſmoaky-bearded compeer, he 
il cloſe you ſo much gold, in a bolts-head, 
id, on a turn, convey (i' the ſtead) another 
th ſublim'd Mercury, that ſhall burſt i' the heat, 
d fly out all in fumo? Then weeps Mammon: 
len ſwoons his worſhip. Or, he is the Fauſtus, 
t caſteth figures, and can conjure, cures 
ues, piles, and pox, by the Ephemerides, 
d holds intelligence with all the bawds, 
d midwives of three ſhires? while you ſend in —— 
ptain, (what is he gone?) Dam'ſels with child, 
es that are barren, or the waiting maid 
* 
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With the green fickneſs? Nay, Sir, you muſt tarry 
Tho' he be ſcap'd; and anſwer, by the ears, Sir. 


e t n Vo. 


FACE, KASTRIL, SURLEY, SUBTLE, DRUG GER, 
ANANIAS, DAME PLIANT, DOE. 


Face. WHY, now's the time, if ever you will quarrel 
Well (as they ſay) and be a true-born child, 

The doctor, and your fiſter, both are abus'd. 

Kaſtril. Where is he? which is he? he is a ſlave 
What c'er he is, and the ſon of a whore. Are you 
The man, Sir, I would know? Surley. I ſhould be loth, ir, 
To confeſs ſo much. Kaſ. Then you lie! your throat? 57 

Face. A very errant rogue, Sir, and a cheater, {Hov! 
Employ'd here by another conjurer, | 
That does not love the doctor, and would crofs him, 
If he knew how Surley. ir, you are abus'd. X/. You lit: 

And 'tis no matter. Face. Well faid, Sir. He is 
The impudent'ſt raſkal 

Surely. You are indeed. Will you hear me, fir? 

Face. By no means: bid him be gone. Kaſ. Be gone, {i 

quickly. 

Surley. This's ſtrange! lady, do inform your brother. 

Face. There is not ſuch a foift in all the town, 

The doctor had him preſently: and finds yet, 

The Spaniſb count will come here. Bear up, Subtle. 
Subtle. Yes, Sir, he muſt appear within this hour. 
Face. And yet this rogue will come in a diſguite, 

By the temptation of arfother ſpirit, 

Jo trouble our art, tho' he could not hurt it. Raril. J. 

] know—Away, you talk like a foohſh mauther. 

Szr. Sir, allis truth, ſhe ſays. Face. Donot believe him, lt 
He is the lying'ſt ſwabber! come your ways, fir. 

Surley. You are valiant out of company. Kaſ. Yes, ho 

then, fir ? | ; 

Face. Nay, here's an honeſt fellow too, that knows bin 
And all his tricks. (Make good what I ſay, Abel) 


his cheater ſhall ha* cozen'd thee o' the widow. 

e owes this honeſt Drugger, here, ſeven pound, 

e has had on him, in two penny'orths of tobacco. 

Drug. Yes, fix. And he has damn'd himſelf three terms 
to pay me. 

Face. And what does he owe for Lotium? Drug. Thirty 

ſhillings, far. 

Ind for fix Syringes, Surley. Hydra of villany ! 

Face. Nay, Sir, you muſt quarrel him out o' the houſe. 

Kaſtril. I will.— Sir, if you get not out o' doors, you lye : 

Ind you are a pimp. Surly. Why, this is madneſs, Sir, 

vt valor in you: I muſt laugh at this. | 

Kaſtril. It is my humour: you are a pimp, and a trig 

nd an Amadis de Gaule, or a Don Puixo. 

Dru. Or a knight o' the curious coxcomb. Do you ſee ? 


„ 4nanias. Peace to the houthold, Kaſtril. 1'll keep peace 
65 for no man. : 
oY 4-4nias. Caſting of dollers is concluded lawful. [Sir. 


Kaſ. Is he the conſtable? Sub. Peace, Ananias. Face. No, 

Kaſtrit. Then are you an Otter, and a Shad, a Whit, 

rery Tim. Surley. You'll hear me, Sir? Kaf. I will not. 

Ananias. What is the motive? Subtle. Zeal in the young 
gentleman, 

zainſt his Spaziſh ſlops—Ananias. They are prophane, 

wd, ſuperſtitious, and idolatrous breeches. 

Surley. New raſkals! Kaſtril. Will you be gone, fir? 

flnanias. Avoid, Satan. 

hou art not of the light. That ruff of pride, 

bout thy neck, betrays thee : and is the ſame 

th that which the unclean birds, in ſeventy- ſeven, 

cre ſeen to prank it with, on divers coaſts. 

hou looks like Arti-chrift, in the lewd hat. 

Surley, I muſt give way. Kaſ. Be gone, fir. Surley. But 
I'll take | 

courſe with you Ananias. Depart, proud Spaniſh fiend. 

Surley, Captain, and doctor Ananias. Child of perdition. 

Kaſtril. Hence, fir. 

I not quarrel bravely? Face. Yes, indeed, fir. 

Kaſtril. Nay, an' I give my mind to't, I ſhall do't. 

Face, O, you muſt follow, Sir, and threaten him tame. 

U turn again elſe. Kaſtril. I'll return him then. 

Face. Drugger, this rogue prevented us, for thec: 

1 a 
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We had determin'd that you ſhould'ſt ha' come, ente 
In a Spaniſh ſuit, and ha carry'd her fo; and he ow i 
A brokerly ſlave, goes, puts it on himſelf. 
Haſt *brought the damaſk ? Drugger. Yes, fir. Face. Thoy 
muſt borrow r—he 

A Spaniſh ſuit. Haſt thou no credit with the players? 

Drugger. Yes, fir; did you never ſee me play the fool 

Face. I know not, Nab: thou ſhalt, if I can help it. 
Hieronymo's old cloak, ruff, and hat will ſerve, 

: [Subtle hath whiſper'd with him this whit 
I'll tell thee more when thou bring'ſt em. Ananias. Sir, | 
The Spaniard hates the brethren, and hath ſpies ko 


he Sp 
ſou litt 
he m. 
his is 
Dol. 


Upon their actions: and that this was one orty © 
I make no ſcruple. But the holy ſynod Face, 
Have been in prayer, and meditation for it. or ſon 
And 'tis reveal'd no leſs to them than me, Dol. 
That caſting of money is moſt lawful. Subtle. True: Thile 
But here I cannot do it; if the houſe Face. 
Shou'd chance to be ſuſpected, all would out, you 


thoug] 
Face. 
ll into 
Pt Fere: 


And we be lock'd up in the Tower for ever, 

To make gold there (for th' ſtate) never came out: 
And then you are defeated. Anamas. I will tell 
'This to the elders, and the weaker brethren, 


That the whole company of the ſeparation o you 
May join in humble prayer again. (Subtle. And faſting) | 7 we 
or | 


Ananias. Yea, for ſome fitter place. The peace of mit 
Reſt with theſe walls. Subtle. Thanks, courteous Aran 
Face. What did he come for? Sub. About caſting doll 
Preſently out of hand. And ſo I told him, 
A Spaniſh miniſter came here to ſpie, 


t night 
There 
et Ma 
Ve'll h. 


Againſt the faithful Face. I conceive. Come, Subile, ry the 
Thou art ſo down upon the leaſt diſaſter ! | 
How would'ſt tho' ha! done, if I had not helpt thee ont: luſt off 
Subtle. T thank thee, Face, for the angry boy, i-faith. Nou'll d 
Face. Who would ha' lookt it ſhould ha' been that 1a Face. 
Surlcy? He had dy'd his beard and all. Well, Sir, ſha! 


Herc's damaſk come to make you a ſuit. Subtle. Whe!: 
Drugger ? 
Face. He's gone to borrow me a Spaniſp habit; : 
Ii be the count, now. Subtle. But where's the widow : 
Fuce, Within, with my lord's ſiſter: madam Dol 
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entertaining her. Subtle. By your favour, Face, 

row ſhe is honeſt, I will ſtand again. 

Face. You will not offer it? Subtle. Why ? Face. Stand to 

how your word, 

here comes Dol. She knows Subtle. Yo' are tyrannous 
ſtil]. 8 

Face. Strict for my right. How now, Dol? Haſt'told her. 

he Spaniſh count will come? Dol. Yes, but another is come, 

ſou little look'd for! Face. Who's that? Dol. Your maſter ; 

he maſter of the houſe. Subtle. How, Dol! Face. She lies, 

his is ſome trick. Come leave your quiblins, Dorothee. 

Dol. Look out and ſee. Subtle. Art thou in earneſt ? Dal. 

orty o' the neighbours are about him, talking. ['Slight. 

Face. Tis he, by this good day. Dol. Twill prove ill day, 

or ſome on us. Face. We are undone, and taken. 

Dol. Loſt, I'm afraid. Sub. You ſaid he would not come, 

Uhile there died one a week, within the liberties. 

Face. No: 'twas within the walls. Subile. Was't ſo? Cry' 
you mercy. | 

thought the liberties. What ſhall we do now, Face? 

Face. Be filent, not a word, if he call or knock. 

ll into mine own ſhape again and meet him, 

f Jeremy, the butler. I' the mean time, ä 

)o you two pack up all the goods, and purchaſe, 

That we can carry i' the two trunks. T'll keep him 

off for to-day, if I cannot longer: and then 

t night, I'll ſhip you both away to Ratclif, 

There we'll meet to-morrow, and there we'll ſhare. 

et Mammon's braſs and pewter keep the cellar:, 

Ve'll have another time for that. But, Dol, 

Pr'y thee go heat a little water quickly, 

Itle muſt ſhave me. All my captain's beard 

luſt off, to make me appear ſmooth Feremy. 

jou'll do't? Subtle. Yes, I'll thave you, as well as T can. 

Face. And not cut my throat, but trim me? Subtle. You 

mall ſee, ſir. 


— 
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N, ei 805 
Neighbe 
Love-w 


AC . Vai. g. 

's ſlipt 
LOVE- WIT, NEIGHBOURS, Lv. H. 
: me thre 
I fat u 
Love=-w 
dſt tho! 
cry, fa 
Net. 2. 


Love. AS there been ſuch reſort, ſay you? Nei. 1. 
5 Daily, fir. 
Nei. 2. And t , too. Nei. 3. I, ſome as brave as lord; 
Nei. 4. Ladies, and gentlewomen. Nei. 5. Citizens wine 
Neighbour 1. And knights. Nerghbour 6. In coaches. 
Neighbour 2. Yes, and oyſter-women. 


Nei. 1. Beſide other gallants. Nei. 3. Sailors wives. e. 
Neighbour. 4. Tobacco-men. Nei. 5. Another Pimlico! hs a 
, Love-wit. What ſhould my knave advance, 1d both 
To draw this company ? He hung out no banners Im, T 
Of a ſtrange calf, with five legs, to be ſeen ? edn 
Or a huge lobſter, with fix claws? Neighbour 6. No, fir, Veiobbo 
Nei. 3. We had gone in then, fir. Lov. He has no git 1 4 
Of teaching i' the noſe, that e' er I knew of. 2 5 
You ſaw no bills ſet up that promis'd cure We: | 
Of agues, or the tooth-ach ? Nez. 2. No ſuch thing, fir. Nei. : : 
L. Nor heard a drum ſtrook, for baboons, or puppets: 8 
Neighbour 5. Neither, fir, 
Love-wit. What device ſhould he bring forth now? 
T love a teeming wit as I love my nouriſhment : 
Pray God he ha' not kept ſuch open houſe, 
That he hath ſold my hangings, and my bedding: LOV 
J left him nothing elſe: if he have eat em, 
A plague o' the mouth, ſay I: ſure he has got Uv. 1 
Some bawdy pictures, to call this ging; 0. b. 
T be frier, and the nun; or the new Motion "Ik, G 
Of the knight's courſers, covering the parſon's mare ; Hs 
The boy of fix year old, with the great thing: Face Y 
Or't may be, he has the fleas that run at tilt, 3 by 
Upon a table, or ſome dog to dance? 5 T 
When ſaw you him? Neighbour 1. Who, fir, Jeremy? "ap * 
Neighbour 2. Jeremy butler? Face, No 


k 0 ” 
We ſaw him not this month. Love-wit, How ne elſe, 
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Neighbour 4. Not theſe five weeks, fir. 

Neighbour 6. Theſe fix weeks at the leaſt. 

Lve-wit. Yo' amaze me, neighbours ! 

Nei. 5. Sure, if your worſhip know not where he is, 

'; flipt away. Nei. 6. Pray God, he be not made away. 
| [ He knocks. 

Lv. Ha? It's no time to queſtion then. Nei. 6. About 

me three weeks ſince, I heard a doleful cry, 

I fat up, a-mending my wife's ſtockings. 

Live-wit. This's ſtrange! that none will anſwer! 

dſt thou hear : | 

cy, ſaiſt thou? Neighbour. 6. Yes, fir, like unto a man 

hat had been ſtrangled an hour, and could not ſpeak. 

Nei. 2. I heard it too, juſt this day three weeks, at two 

o'clock 

it morning. Lov. Theſe be miracles, or you make em ſo! 

nan an hour ſtrangled, and could not ſpeak, 

id both you heard him cry? Nei. 3. Yes, downward, fir. 

lor. Thou art a wiſe fellow: give me thy hand I pray 

hat trade art thou on ? [ thee. 

Neighbour 3. A ſmith, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

Lv. A ſmith? Then lend me thy help to get this door 

open. | 
Nd. 3. That I will preſently, Sir, but fetch my tools 
Nei. 1. Sir, beſt to knock again, afore you break it. 


SCENES D: 


LOVE-WIT, FACE, NEIGHBOURS, 


Lv. I WILL. Face. What mean you, fir? Nei. 1, 2, 4+ 
O, here's Jeremy! 

face. Good fir, come from the door. 

Lve-wit. Why! what's the matter? 

Face, Yet farther, you are too near yet. 

Lv. I the name of wonder! What means the fellow? 

Face. The houſe, fir, has been viſited. 

Lv. What? with the plague? ſtand thou then farther. 

Face. No, fir, I had it not. Lov. Who had it then? I left 

ac elſe, but thee, i' the houſe! Face. Yes, fir, my fellgw, 
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The cat, that kept the buttry, had it on her 
A week before I ſpied it: but I got her 
Convey'd away, i' the night. And fo I ſhut 
The houſe up for a month 
Love-wit. How ? Face. Furpoſing then, fir, 
T' have burnt roſe-vinegar, treacle, and tar, 


And ha' made it ſweet, that you ſhould ne'er ha' known i 


Becauſe I knew the news would afflict you, fir. 


Lov. Breathe leſs, and farther off. Why this 1s ſtrange 


The neighbours tell me all, here, that the doors 
Have ſtill been open Face. How, fir! 

Love-wit. Gallants, men and women, | 

nd of all ſorts, tag-rag, been ſeen to flock her 

In threaves, theſe ten weeks, as to a ſecond hogs-den, 
In days of Pimlico, and Eye-bright ! Face. Sir, 

Their wiſdoms will not ſay ſo! Lov. To-day, they ſpeak 
Of coaches, and gallants; one in a French-hood 

Went in, they tell me: and another was ſeen 

In a velvet gown at the window! divers more | 
Paſs in and out! Face. They did paſs thro' the doors then 
Or walls, I aflure their eye-ſights, and their ſpectacles; 
For here, fir, are the keys; and here have been, 

In this my pocket, now above twenty days! 

And for betore, I kept the fort alone there, 

But that 'tis yet not deep 1' the afternoon, 

J ſhould believe my neighbours had ſeen double 

Thro' the black-pot, and made theſe apparitions ! 

For, on my faith to your worſhip, for theſe three weeks, 
And upwards, the door has not been open'd. Lov. Strange 


' 


Nei. 1. Good faith, I think I ſaw a coach! Net. 2. Au 


I too, 
T'ld ha' been ſworn ! Love-wit. Do you but think it nov 
And but one coach? Nei. 4. We cannot tell, fir : ere 
Is a very honeſt fellow. Face. Did you ſee me at all! 
Nei. 1. No; that we are ſure on. Nei. 2. I'll be ſwornC 
that. 
Love-wit. Fine rogues to have your teſtimonies built on 
Nei. 3. Is Jeremy come? Nei. 1. O, yes, you may 1c 
your tools, | 
We are deceiv'd, he ſays. Nei. 2. He has had the keys: 
And the door has been ſhut theſe three weeks. Nei. 3. Li 
enough. 
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Lov. Peace. and get hence, you changelings. Face. Surley 
nd Mammon made acquainted? They'll tell all. [come 
How ſhall I beat them off? What ſhall I do?) 

othing's more wretched than a guilty conſcience. 


I. 


BURLEY, MAMMON, LOVE-WIT, FACE, NEIGH- 


OURS, KASTRIL, ANANIAS, TRIBULATION, 
DAPPER, SUBTLE, 


Surley NO, Sir, he was a great phyſician, This, 
t was no bawdy-houſe; but a meer chancel. 
ou knew the lord, and his fiſter. Mam. Nay, good Surley— 
Sur. The happy word, be rich—Mam. Play not the tyran— 
Surley. Should be to-day pronounc'd to all my friends. 
d where be your andirons now? and your braſs pots, 
hat ſhould ha' been golden flaggons, and great wedges ? 
Mam. Let me but breathe. What! they ha' ſhut their 
le-thinks! Sur. I, now tis holy-day with them. [doors, 
Mammon. Rogues, | 
ozeners, impoſtors, bawds! Face. What mean you, fir! 

> Mammon and Surley knock. 
Mam. To enter if we can: Face. Another man's houſe ? 
lere is the owner, Sir. Turn to him, 
d ſpeak your buſineſs. Mam. Are you, fir, the owner? 
Love-wit. Yes, fir. 
Mammon. And are thoſe knaves within your cheaters ? 
Liv. What knaves? what cheaters? Mam. Subtle, and 

his Lungs. 

Face. The gentleman is diſtracted, Sir! No lungs, 
lor lights ha' been ſcen here theſe three weeks, fir, 
thin theſe doors, upon my word! Surley. Your word, 
room arrogant ? Face. Yes, Sir, I am the houſe-keeper, 
d know the keys ha' not been out o' my hands. 
Surley. This's a new Face. 
Face. You do miſtake the houſe, Sir! 


eak 


nen 


It on 
lea 


hat fign was't at? Surley. You raſcal! this is one 
LI 2 
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| 
O' the confederacy, Come, let's get officers, 
. And force the door. Loue-wit. Pray you ſtay, gentlemen, 
Fs Surley. No, Sir, we'll come with warrant. K. 
Face. I cannot tell, Sir. Love 


Mammon. I, and then 
We ſhall ha' your doors open. Love-wit. What means tho toi 


- Neighbour x. Theſe are two o' the gallants, 
That we do think we ſaw. Face. Fwo of the fools! Voule 
You talk as idly as they. Good faith, Sir, | 
I think the nn has craz'd em all! (O me! 
i The angry boy come too? He'll make a noiſe, 
| And ne'er away till he have betray'd us all.) 
Kaſtril. What rogues, bawds, ſlaves, you'll open the dow Illuſior 


| anon, [Kaſtril knck, And ne 

punk, cocatrice, my ſuſter. By this light 

| Fl fetch the marſhal to you. You are a whore, Love 

| To keep your caſtle Ha! lit 
Face. Who would you ſpeak with, Sir? Love 


Kaſtril. The bawdy doctor, and the cozening captain, 
And Pus my ſuſter. Love-wit. This is ſomething ſure! 
Face. Upon my truft, the doors were never open, fir. 
Kaſ. J have heard all their tricks told me twice over, 
By the fat knight, and the lean gentleman. 
Love-wit. Here comes another. Face, Ananias too! 
And his Paſtor? Tribulation. The doors are ſhut againſt ue tri 
A i [ They beat too at the dur 
| Ananias. Come forth, you ſeed of ſulphur, ſons of fire, 
Your ſtench is broke forth : abomination 
Is in the houſe. Kyſ. I, my ſuſter's there. Ana. The place, Ion kn 


It is become a cage of unclean birds. nd th 
Kaſ. Yes, I will fetch the ſcavenger, and the conſtable. ra 
Tribulation, You ſhall do well. | 
Ananias. We'll join to weed 'em out. But he 
Kaſ. You will come then? Punk, device, my ſuſter! Ive m 


Ananias. Call her not ſiſter. She's a harlot, verily. 
Kaſtril. I'll raiſe the ſtreet. 
Love-wit. Good gentlemen, a word. Pa reco 
Ananias. Satan, avoid, and hinder not our zeal. 
Love-wit. The world's turn'd Bet'lem. 
Face. Theſe are all broke looſe, | have | 
Out of St. Kath'rines, where they uſe to keep 1 
The better ſort of mad- folks. Nei. x. All theſe perſon: i 
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e ſaw go in and out here. Neighboxr 2. Yes indeed, fir. 
Nei. 3. Theſe were the parties. Face. Peace, you drun- 
kards, far, 
| wonder 1 11 pleaſe you to give me leave 
o touch the door, I'll try an' the lock be chang'd. 
Love-wit. It mazes me! Face. Good faith, Sir, I believe 
here's no ſuch thing: tis all deceptio viſus. 
vould I could get him away. Dapper cries out within. 
Dap. Maſter captain, maſter doctor. Lov. Who's that? 
Face. (Our olerk within, that I forgot!) I know not, fir. 
Dap. For God's ſake, when will her grace be at leiſure ? 
Face, Ha! 
Illuſions, ſome ſpirit o the air: (his gag is melted, 
ud now he ſets out the throat.) Dap. I am almoſt ſtifled 
Face. (Would you were altogether.) 
Love-wit. *Tis i' the houſe. 
Ha! liſt. Face. Believe it, fir, i' the air! 
Love-wit. Peace, you 
Dapper. Mine aunt's grace does not uſe me well. 
Subtle. You fool, 
Peace, you'll mar all. 
Face. Or you will elſe, you rogue. 
Live-wit. O, is it ſo? Then you converſe with ſpirits! 
ome, fir. No more o' your tricks, good Jeremy, 
he truth, the ſhorteſt way. Face. Diſmiſs this rabble, fir, 
What ſhall I do? I am catch'd. 
Love-wit. Good neighbours, 
| thank you all. You may depart. Come, Sir. 
ou know that I am an indulgent maſter; 
ind therefor conceal nothing. What's your med'cine, 
0 draw ſo many ſeveral ſorts of wild fowl ? 
Face. Sir, you were wont to affect mirth and wit: 
But here's no place to talk on't i' the ſtreet.) 
ve me but leave to make the beft of my fortune, 
id only pardon me th' abuſe of your houſe : 
It's all I beg. T'll help you to a widow, 
in recompence, that you ſhall gi' me thanks for, 
Vill make you ſeven years younger, and a rich one. 
Tis but a putting on a Spaniſh dloak. 
| have her within. You need not fear the houſe, 
lt was not viſited. Love-wit. But by me, who came 
voner than yon expected. Face. It is true, fir, 
— 
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*Pray you forgive me. 
Love-wit. Let's ſee your widow. 
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SCEN E IV. 


SUBTLE, DAPPER, FACE, DOL, 


Subtle. HOW! ha'you eaten your gag? 
Dapper. Yes faith, it crumbled | 
Away i' my mouth. 
Subtle. You ha' ſpoil'd all then. Dapper. No, 
I hope my aunt of Fairy will forgive me. 
Subtle. Your aunt's a gracious lady : but in troth 
You were to blame. Dapper. The fume did overcome me, 
And I did do't to ſtay my ſtomach. Pray you 
So ſatisfie her grace. Here comes the captain. 
Face How now! Is his mouth down? 
Subtle. I! he has ſpoken. 


Face. (A pox, Iheard him! and you too.) He's undone chen. 


(T have bcen fain to ſay, the houſe is haunted 
With ſpirits, to keep Churle back. 
Subtle. And haſt thou done it? 
Face. Sure, for this night. 
Subtle, Why, then triumph and ſing 
Of Face ſo famous, the precious king 
Of preſent wits. Face. Did you not hear the coil, 
About the door? Subtle. Yes, and I dwindled with it.) 
Face. Shew him his aunt, and let him be diſpatch'd: 
I'll ſend her to you. Subtle. Well, Sir, your aunt her gra 
Will give you audience preſently, on my ſifit, 
And the captain's word, that you did not cat your gag 
In any contempt of her highneſs. 
Dapper. Not I, in troth, Sir. 
| Dol like the green of Fain 
Sub. Here ſhe is come. Down o your knees and wrigolt 
She has a ſtately preſence. Good. Yet nearer, 
And bid, God fave you. Dapper. Madam. 
Suitle. And your aunt. | 
Dap. And my moſt gracious aunt, God ſave your 974. 
Dol. Nephew, we thought to have been angry with you 
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But that ſweet face of yours hath turn'd the tide, 
and made it flow with joy, that ebb'd of love. 
Ariſe, and touch our velvet gown. Subtle. The ſkirts, 
And kiſs em. So. Dol. Let me now ſtroak that head. 
Much, nephew, ſhalt thou win ; much ſhalt thou ſpend ; 
Much ſhalt thon give away, much ſhalt thou lend. 
dub. (J, much indeed.) Why do not you thank her grace? 
Dapper. I cannot ſpeak for joy. 
Subtle. See the kind wretch! 
our grace's kinſman right. Dol. Give me the Bird. 
Here is your fly in a purſe, about your neck, couſin, 
ear it, and feed it about this day ſev'night, 
n your right wriſt—S#btle. Open a vein with a pin, 
nd let it ſuck but once a week: till then, 
ou muſt not look on't. Dol. No. And, kinſman, 
ear yourſelf worthy of the blood you come on. 
dub. Her grace would ha'you eat no more MWoolſact pics, 
or Dagger frume'ty. Dol. Nor break his faſt, 
n heaven and hell. Subtle. She's with you ev'ry where! 
or play with coſtar-mongers, at mum-chance, tray-trip. 
d make you rich, (when as your aunt has done it:) but keep 
The gallant'ſt company, and the beſt games—Dap. Yes, fir. 
Sub. Gleek and Primero: and what you get, be true to us. 
Dapper. By this hand, I will. 
Subtle. You may bring's a thouſand pound 
fore to-morrow night, (if but three thouſand 
e ſtirring) an' you will. Dapper. I ſwear, I will then. 
Sub. Your grace will command him no more duties? Dol. 
ut come, and ſec me often. I may chance No: 
d: 0 leave him three or four hundred cheſts of treaſure, 
c graced ſome twelve thouſand acres of Fairy land, 
he game well, and comely, with good gameſters. 
rag Subtle. There's a kind aunt! kiſs her departing part. 
ut you muſt ſell your forty mark a year, now. 
oper. I, fir, I mean. Subtle. Or, gi't away: pox on't. 
Fair Dop. I'll gi't mine aunt. III go and fetch the writings. 
vricolt Wl Subtle. * Tis well, away. Face. Where's Subtle ? 
Subtle. Here. What news? 
Face. Drugger is at the door, go take his ſuit, 
ad bid him fetch a parſon, preſently : 
I greg, he ſhall marry the widow. Thou ſhalt ſpend 
ich zoußz bundred pound by the ſervice! Now queen Dal, 
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Ha'you pack'd up all? Dol. Yes. Face. And do you like Dal 


The lady Plant? Dol. A good dull innocent. ou h 
Subtle. Here's your Hieroni mo's cloke, and hat. Sub 
Face. Give me 'em. Subtle. And the ruff too ? B 


Face. Yes, I'll come to you preſently. 
Subtle. Now he is gone about his project, Dol, 
J told you of, for the widow. Dol. Tis direct 
Againſt our articles. Subtle. Well, we'll fit him, wench, 
Haſt thou gull'd her of her jewels, or her bracelets ? 
Dol. No, but I will do't. Subtle. Soon at night, my Dil 
When we are ſhipt, and all our goods abroad, 
Faſt-ward for Ratchff; we will turn our courſe 
To Brainford, weſt-ward, if thou ſaiſt the word, 
And take our leaves of this o er-weening raſkal, 
This peremp Face. Dol. Content, Iam weary of hin 
Sub. Thou haſt cauſe, when the ſlave will run a wiving, Ds 
Againſt the inſtrument that was drawn between us. 
Dol. I'll pluck his bird as bare as I can. Sub. Yes, tell be 
She muſt by any means addreſs ſome preſent 
To th'cunning man; make him amends for wronging 
His art with her „ ee. ſend a ring, 
Or chain of pearl; ſhe will be tortur'd elſe 
Extremely in her ſleep, ſay; and ha' ſtrange things 
Come to her. Wilt thou? Dol. Yes. Sub. My fine flitter-moul 
My bird o' the night; we'll trickle it at the Pigeons, 
When we have all, and may unluck the trunks, 
And ſay, this's mine, and thine; and thine and mine. 
a | 5% 
Face. What now, a billing? Subtle. Yes, a little exalted 
In the good paſſage of our ſtock affairs. 
Face. Drugger has brought his parſon; take him in, Sutt 
And ſcnd Nab back again to waſh his face. | 
Sub. J will: and ſhave himſelf. Face. If you can get hin 
Dol. You are hot upon it, Face, whate'er it is! 
Face. A trick, that Dol ſhall ſpend ten pound a month by 
Is he gone: Subile. The chaplain waits you i' the hall, ſi- 
Fac. I'll go beſtow him. Dol. He'll now marry her, inſtant 
Subtle. He cannot, yet, he is not ready. Dear Dol, 
Cozen her all thou canſt. To deceive him 
Is no deceit, but juſtice, that would break 
Such an inextricable tye as ours was. 
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Dol. Let me alone to fit him. Face. Come, my ventures, 
ou ha packt up all? Where be the trunks? Bring forth. 
dub. Here. Face. Let's ſee em. Where's the money? Sub. 
Here. 
ie brethrens money, this. Druggers, and Dappers. 
hat paper's that? Dol. The jewel of the waiting-maid's, 
hat ſtole it from her lady, to know certain 
Fac. If ſhe ſhould have precedence of her miſtreſs ? Dol. Yes. 
Fac. What box is that? Sub. The fiſh-wives rings, I think. 
ad th' ale-wives ſingle money. Is't not Dol? 
Dol. Yes: and the whiſtle, that the ſailor's wife 
ought you to know an' her huſbaed were with Ward. 
Face. We'll wet it to-morrow: and our filver-breakers, 
ad tavern cups. Where be the French peti-coats, 
ad girdles, and hangers ? Subtle. Here, i' the trunk, 
ad the bolts of lawn. Face. Is Drugger's damaſk there? 
pd the tobacco? Sub, Yes. Face. Give me the keys, 
Dol. Why you the keys! Subtle. No matter, Dol: becauſe 
ſe ſhall not open em, before he comes. | 
Face. Tis true, you ſhall not open them, indeed: 
or have em forth. Do you ſee ? Not forth, Dol. Dol. No! 
Face. No, my ſmock-rampant. The right is, my maſter 
tows all, has pardon'd me, and he will keep em; 
Qor, 'tis true (you look) for all your figures : 
ent for him, indeed. Wherefor, good partners, 
th he, and ſhe, be ſatisfied: for here 
termines the Indenture tripartite, 
wixt Subtle, Dol and Face. All I can do 
to help you over the wall, o' the back fide; 
lend you a ſheet to ſave your velvet gown, Dol. 
re will be officers —5 bethink you, 
ſome courſe ſuddainly to ſcape the dock: 
r thither you'll come elſe. Hark you, thunder. 
» [ Some knock. 
Subtle. You are a precious fiend! Of. Open the door. 
Face. Dol, I am ſorry for thee i' faith. But heareſt thou? 
ſhall go hard, but I will place thee ſome where: 
ou ſhalt ha'my letter to miſtreſs Amo. Dol. Hang you. 
Face, Or madam Ceſarean. Dol. Pox upon you, rogue, 
ould I had but time to beat thee. Fac. Subtle, 
know where you ſet up next: I'll ſend you 
cuſtomer, now and then, for old acquaintance ; 
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What new courſe ha' you? Subtle. Rogue, I'Il hang myſe 
That I may walk a greater devil than thou, 
And haunt thee i' the flock-bed, and the buttery. 


CE CENEY 


LOVE-WIT, OFFICERS, MAMMON, SURLEY, FA 


KASTRIL, ANANIAS, TRIBULATION, DRUGGH 
DA. PLIANT. 


WHAT do you mean, my maſters ? Mam. Open your do 
Cheaters, bawds, conjurers. Off. Or we'll break it open, 
Lov. What warrant have you? Of. Warrant enough, 
doubt not. | 
If you'll not open it. Love-wit. Is there an officer, there! 
| Off. Yes, two or three for failing. Lov. Have but patien 
And I will open it ſtraight. Face. Sir, ha' you done? 
Is it a marriage? perfect? Lovewit. Yes, my brain. 
Face. Off with your ruff, and cloke then; be yourſelf, f ly on 
Sur. 3 with the door. Kaſ. slight, ding it open. L 
Hold, | 

Hold, gentlemen, what means this violence ? 
Mam. Where is this colliar : Sur. And my captain Fatt 
iow hg day-owls. Surley. That are birding in me 
purſcs. | 
Mammon. Madam Suppoſitory. Kaſtril. Doxey, my fiſt Love! 
Ana. Locuſts x 
Of the foul pit. Tribulation. Prophane as Bel and the drags 
Ana. Worſe than the graſhoppers, or the lice of EH dye y 
Love-wit. Good gentlemen, hear me. Are you office 
And cannot ſtay this violence ? Officers. Keep. the peace. 
Lov, Gentlemen, what is the matter? Whom do you ſeel 
Mam. The chimical cozener. Sur. And the captain Paul 
Kaſ. The nun my ſuſter. Mam. Madam Rabbi. Ana. Sc 
pions, 
And caterpillars. Love-wit. Fewer at once, I pray you. Love-w1 
Officers. One after another, gentlemen, I charge you, 

| By virtue of my ſtaff — Ananias. They are the veſſels 


| TE. ; eight . 


THE ALCHEMIST. 135 


f pride, luſt, and the cart. Love-wit. Good zeal, lie ſtill, 

| little while. Tribulation. Peace, deacon Ananias. 

Liv. The houſe is mine here, and the doors are open: 

there be any ſuch perſons you ſeek for, 

ſe your authority, ſearch on o God's name. 

am but newly come to town, and finding 

his tumult *bout my door (to tell you true) 

t ſome what maz'd; till my man, here, (fearing 

y more diſpleaſure) told me he had done 

dmewhat an inſolent part, let out my houſe 

Belike, preſuming on my known averſion 

rom any air o' the town, while there was ſickneſs) 

o a doctor, and a captain: who, what they are, 

Ir where they be, he knows not. Mam. Are they gone? 
[They enter. 

Love-wit. You may go in and ſearch, fir. Here, I find 

e empty walls worſe than I left em, ſmock'd, 

few crack d pots, and glaſſes, and a fornace 

he ceiling fill'd with poefies of the candle: 

Ind madam, with a dildo, writ o' the walls. 

Mnly one gentlewoman, I met here, 

hat is within, that ſaid ſhe was a widow —— | 

Kah. I, that's my ſuſter. I'll go thump her. Where is ſhe ? 

Love-wit. And ſhould ha' married a Spaniſh count, but he, 

hen he came to't, neglected her ſo groſly, 

hat I, a widower, am gone through with her. 

Surley. How! have I loſt her then? 

Livewit. Were you the don, fir? 

ood faith, now, ſhe do's blame yo' extremely, and ſays 

lou ſwore, and told her, you had tane the pains 

o dye your bread, and umbre o'er your face, 

drrowed a ſuit, and ruff, all for her love; 

nd then did nothing. What an overſight, 

id want of putting forward, fir, was this! 

Well fare an old harquebuzier, yet, 

duld prime his powder, and give fire, and hit, 

U in a twinkling. Mammon. The whole neſt are fled! 


Le- wit. What a ſort of birds were they ? | 
[Mammon comes forth. 


(elf 


Mammon. A kind of choughs, 

or thieviſh daws, fir, that have pickt my purſe 

t cight-ſcore and ten pounds, within theſe five weeks, 
| Aa 
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Beſide my firſt materials: and my goods, 
That lie i' the cellar; which I am glad they ha' left. 


I may have home yet. Lov. Think you ſo, fir ? Mammon. I, 


Love-wit. By order of law, fir, but not otherwiſe, 


Mam. Not mine own ſtuff? Lov. Sir, Ican take no knoy- 


That they are yours but by public means. [lege, 

If you can bring certificate; that you were gull'd of 'em, 

Or any formal writ out of a court, 

That you did cozen yourſelf, I will not hold them. 
Mam. T'll rather loſe em. Lov. That you ſhall not, fir, 

By me, in troth. Upop theſe terms they are yours. 

What ſhould they ha' been, fir, turn'd into gold all? Man, 

I cannot tell. It may be they ſhould. What then? No. 
Lovewit. What a great loſs in hope have you ſuſtain d 
Mam. Not I, the commonwealth has. Face. I, he would 

The city new; and made a ditch about it [ha' built 

Of ſilver, ſhould have run with cream from Hog ſden ; 

That every Sunday in Moorfields, the younkers, 

And tits, and tom-boys ſhould have fed on, gratis. 
Mammon. I will go mount a turnip-cart, and preach 

The end o' the world, within theſe two months. Surley, 

What! in a dream? Surley. Muſt I needs cheat mylelt, 

With that fooliſh vice of honeſty ! 

Come, let us go, and hearken out the rogues. 

That Face T'll mark for mine, if e' er I meet him. 
Face. If I can hear of him, fir, I'll bring you word, 

Unto your lodging; for in troth, they were ſtrangers 

To me, I thought 'em honeſt, as myſelf, fir. 

| [They come fin. 
Tri. Tis well, the ſaints ſhall not loſe all yet. Go, 

And get ſome carts—Lov. For what, my zealous friends! 
Ananias. To bear away the portion of the righteous. 

Out of this den of thieves. Love-wit. What is that portion: 
Ana, The goods, ſometimes the orphans, that the brethren 

Bought with their filver pence. Lov. What! thoſe iꝰ the cellu 

The knight fir Mammon claims? Ananias. J do deſie 

The wicked Mammon, ſo do all the brethren. 

Thou prophane man, I aſk thee with what conſcience 

Thou canſt advance that idol againſt us, 

That have the ſcal? Were not the ſhillings numb'red, 

"1 hat made the pounds? Were not the pounds cid cut, 

Upon t the ſecond day of the fourth week, 


ge, 


THE ALCHEMIST: 187 


in the eighth month, upon the table dormant, 
The year of the laſt prune of the ſaints, 
tx hundred and ten! 
Love-wit. Mine earneſt vehement botcher, 
And deacon alſo, I cannot diſpute with you, 
But if you get you not away the ſooner, 
I ſhall confute you with a cudgel. Ananias. Sir. 
Tribulation. Be patient, Ananias. Ananias. I am ſtrong, 
And will ſtand up, well girt, againſt an hoſt, , 
That threaten Gad in exile. Love-wit. I ſhall ſend you 
To Amſterdam to your cellar. Ananias. I will pray there, 
Apainſt thy houſe : may dogs defile thy walls, 
And waſps, and hornets breed beneath thy roof, 
This ſeat of falſhood, and this cave of coz'nage. 
Love-wit. Another too? Dru. Not I, fir, I am no brother. 
| Drugger enters, and he beats him away. 
Live-wit. Away you Harry Nicholas, do you talk? 
Face. No, this was Abel Drugger. Good ſir, go, 
| Io the parſon. 
And ſatisfie him; tell him, all is done: 
He ſtaid too long a waſhing of his face. 
The doctor, he ſhall hear of him at Weſtcheſter ; 
And of the captain, tell him, at Yarmouth, or 
dome good port-town elſe, Ying for a wind. 


If you get off the angry child, now, fir 
Kaſ. Come on, you yew, you have match'd moſt ſweetly, 
ha' you not? [To his ſiſter. 


Did not I ſay, I would never ha' you tupt 
But by a dubb'd boy, to make you a lady-Tom? 
Light, you are a mammet! O, I could touſe you, now. 
Death, mun'you marry with a pox ? Lov. You lye, boy: 
ks found as you: and I amafore-hand with you. Ka/. Anon? 
Lov. Come, will you quarrel ? I will ſeize you, ſirrah. 
hy do you not buckle to your tools? Kaſ. God's light? 
This is a fine old boy, as e er I ſaw ! 
Lov. What do you change your copy, now ? Proceed, 
Here ſtands my dove: ſtoop at her if you dare. 
Kaſ. slight, I muſt love him! I cannot chuſe i faith! 
And I ſhould be hang'd for't. Suſter, I proteſt, 
| honour thee for this match. Lovewit. O, do you ſo, fir. 
Kaſ. Yes, an' thou canſt take tobacco, and drink, old boy, 
Aa 2 | 
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I'll give her five hundred pound more to her marriage, 
Than her own ſtate. Love-wit. Fill a pipe full, Jeremy. 

Face. Yes, but go in, and take it, fir. Lov. We will, 
I will be ruPd by thee in any thing, Jeremy. 

Kaj. slight, thou art not hide-bound ! thou art a Fovy' boy! 
Come let's in, I pry'thee, and take our whifs. 
Lov. Whiff in your ſiſter, brother boy. That maſter 

That had receiv'd ſuch happineſs by a ſervant, 8 I 
In ſuch a widow, and with ſo much wealth, 

Were very ungrateful, if you wou'd not be 

A little indulgent to that ſervant's wit, 
And help his fortune, though with ſome ſmall ſtrain 
Of his own candor. Therefor, gentlemen, | 
And kind ſpectators, if I have out-ſtript 
An old man's gravity, or ſtrict canon, think 
What a young wife, and a good brain may do: 
Stretch ages truth ſometimes, and crack it too, 
Speak for thyſelf, knave. Face, So I will, fir. Gentlemen 
My part a little fell in this laſt ſcene, 
Yet 'twas decorum. And though I am clean 
Got off from Subtle, Surley, Mammon, Dol, 
Hot Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, all 
With whom I traded; yet 1 put myſelf 
On you, that are my country: and this pelf, 
Which I have got, if you do quit me, reſts 
To feaſt you often, and invite new gueſts, 
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| RUTH ſays of old, the art of making plays, 
Was to content the people, and their praiſe 

Was to the poet money, wine, and bays. 

it in this age, a ſett of writers are, 

That, only, for particular likings care, 

And will taſte nothing that is popular. 

ith ſuch we mingle neither brains nor breaſts ; 

Our wiſhes, like to thoſe make public feaſts, 

Are not to pleaſe the cook's taſte, but the gueſts. 

t, if thoſe cunning palates hither come, 

They ſhall find gueſts, entreaty, and good room, 

And though all reliſh not, ſure there will be ſome, 

hat, when they leave their ſeats, ſhall make em ſay, 

Who wrote that piece, could ſo have wrote a play 

But that, he knew, this was the better way. 

jr, to preſent all cuſtard, or all tart, 

And have no other meats to bear à part, 

or want to bread, and ſalt, were but coarſe art. 

e poet prays you then, witb better thought 

To fit ; and, when his cates are all in-brought, 

Though there be none far-fet, there will dear-bought, 

fit 72 ladies : ſome for lords, knights, *ſquires ; 

dame for your waiting-wench, and city-wires; 

Some for your men, and daughters of White-Fricrs. 

is it, only, while you keep your ſeat 

Here, that his feaſt will laſt ; but you ſhall eat 

A week at ordinaries, on his broken meat : 

I his muſe be true, 

ho commends ber to you. 


ANOTHER. 


THE ends of all, who for the ſcene do write, 

Are, or ſvould be, to profit and delight. 

And ſtill't hath been the praiſe of all beſt times, 
So perſons were not touch d, to tax the crimes. 


Then, in this ple , which we preſent to night, 
e 


And make the objett of your ear and ſight, 
On forfeit of yourſelves, think nothing true ; 

Leſt ſo you make the maker to judge you ; 
For he knows, poet never credit gain'd 


By writing truths, but things (like truths) well fain d. 


Tf any yet will (with particular ſlight 

Of application) wreſt what he doth write ; 
And that be meant, or him, or her, will ſay : 
They make a libel, which he made a play. 


= 


The PERSONs of the Pray, 


oroſe, a gentleman that loves not noiſe, 
aup Eugene, a knight, his nephew. 
lerimont, @ gentleman, his friend. 
rue-wit. anotber friend. | | 
piccene, a young 132 ſuppos'd the ſilent woman. 
oh. Daw, à knight, ber ſervant, 

Imorous La-Fool, 3 RES a Iſo. 

hom, Otter, a land and ſea- captain. 
utherg, a barber, 

ute, one of Moroſe his ſervants. 

ad. Haughty, 

ad, Centaure, : Ladies collegiate. 
id. Mavis, 

irs, Mavis, the lady Haughty's woman. 
(rs, Otter, the captain's wiſe. 
Pretenders. 


PERSONS. 
PAGES. 


SERVFTANT SS. 
De SCENE, LONDON. 


The principal COMEDIANS were, 


Ar. FIELD. WILL. BARrKSTED. 
IL. CARIE, WILL. PEN. 

UG, ATTAWEL., RicH. ALLIN. 

HN SMITH. | Joy. BLANEY. 
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SILENT WOMAN. 


ACT LE SCENE I. 
— 


LERIMONT, BOY, TRUE-WIT. 


you got the ſong yet perfect, I ga'you, hoy? 
2 He comes out making himſelf ready, 
Bey. Yes, fir. 
Clerimont. Let me hear it. | 
Boy. You ſhall, fir; but i' faith let nobody elſe. 
dlerimont. Why, I pray? . 
Buy. It will get you the dangerous name of a poet in town, 
1; beſides, me a perfect deal of ill-will at the manſion you 
ot of, whoſe lady is the argument of it, where now I am 
e welcomeſt thing under a man that comes there. | 
Clerimont. I think, and above a man too, if the truth 
ere rackt out of you. 
Bey. No faith, I'll confeſs before, Sir. The gentle women 
ay with me, and throw me o' the bed; and carry me in to 
y lady, and ſhe kiſſes me with her oil'd face; and puts a 
truke o/ my head; and aſks me an I will wear her gown ? 
ad Ifay, no: and then ſhe hits me a blow o' the ear, and 
ls me innocent, and lets me go. | 

lerimont. No marvel, if the door be kept ſhut againſt 
bur maſter, when the entrance is ſo caſy to you — well, 
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Sir, you ſhall go there no more, leſt I be fain to ſeck you 
voice in my lady's ruſhes, a fortnight hence. Sing, fir. ome | 
[ Boy ing fore © 
True-wit. Why, here's the man that can melt away ud fe 
time, and never feels it! What between his miſtreſs abroad ve | 
and his engle at home, high fare, ſoft lodging, fine cloths WM Tru 
and his fiddle; he thinks the hours ha'no wings, or the di O loo 
no poſt-horſe. Well, Sir gallant, were you ſtruck with tio ma 
plague this minute, or condemn'd to any capital puniſhmenolleg! 
to-morrow, you would begin then to think, and value er Cler 
ry particle o your time, eſteem it at the true rate, and gif Tru 
all for't, 
Clerimont. Why, what ſhould a man do ? 
True-wit. Why, nothing: or, that, which when 'ts done ew f 
is as idle. Hearken, after the next horſe-race, or buntinghemſ; 
match; lay wagers, praiſe puppy, or pepper-corn, whit ountr 
foot, franklin; ſwear upon white-mains party; ſpeak alou8rntert: 
that my lords may hear you; viſit my ladies at night, u ey e 
be able to give them the character of every bowler or beten a b. 


o' the green. Theſe be the things, wherein your faſhio apbrc 
able men exerciſe themſelves, and I for company. ome 1 

Clerimont. Nay, if I have thy authority, I'll not leu Cler 
yet. Come, the other are conſiderations, when we cor Tru 


to have grey heads, and weak hams, moiſt eyes, and ſhrual 
members. We'll think on em then; then we'll pray au 
faſt. F here's 
True-wit. I, and deſtine only that time of age to gol, 
neſs, which our want of ahality will not let us employ ulWſcour', 
evil? | | pon, 
Clerimont. Why, then 'tis time enough. 5 o't 
True-wit. Yes; as if a man ſhould ſleep all the term, anc 
think to effect his buſineſs the laſt day; O, Cicri mont! th 
time, becauſe it is an incorporeal thing, and not ſubject t 
ſenſe, we mock ourſelves the finelieſt out of it, with vani 
and —_ indeed ; not ſeeking an end of wretchedne 
but only changing the matter till. 
Clerimont. Nay, thou'l not leave now 0 
True-wit. See but our common diſeaſe! with what julb 
can we complain, that great men will not look upon us, 10 
at leiſure to give our affairs ſuch diſpatch, as we exp 
when we will never do it ourſelves: nor hear, nor reg 
ourſelves. 


! 
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Clerimant. Foh, thou has read Plutarch's Morals, now, or 
ame ſuch tedious fellow; and it ſhows ſo vilely with thee : 
fore God, twill ſpoil thy wit utterly. Talk me of pins, 
id feathers, and ladies, and ruſhes, and ſuch things: aud 
ve this Stoicitic alone, till thou mak'ſt ſermons. 

True-wit. Well, fir; if it will not take, I have learn'd 
looſe as little of my kindneſs, as I can. I'll do good to 
o man againſt his will, certainly. When were you at the 
Clerimont. What college? 

True-wit. As if you knew not! 

Clerimont. No faith, I came but from court yeſterday. 
True-wit. Why, is it not arriv'd there yet, the news? A 
ew foundation, Sir, here i' the town, of ladies, that call 
hemſelves the collegiates, an order between courtiers and 
ountry-madams, that live from their huſbands ; and give 
itertainment to all the wits, and braveries o' the time, as 
ey call em: cry down, or up, what they like, or diſlike 
na brain or a faſhion, with moſt maſculine, or rather her- 
apbroditical authority; and every day gain to their college 
ome new probationer. 

Clerimont. Who is the preſident ? 
True-wit. The grave and youthful matron, the lady 

Clerimont. A pox of her autumnal face, her piec'd beauty: 
here's no man can be admitted till ſhe be ready, now-a- 
lays, till ſhe has painted, and perfum'd, and waſht, and 
dour d, but the boy here; and him ſhe wipes her oil'd lips 
pon, like a ſponge. I have made a ſong, I pr'y thee hear 
o' the ſubject. 
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Still to be neat, ſtill to be dreſt, 

As you were going to a feaſt ; 

Still to be powder'd, ſtill perfum'd ; 
Lady, it is to be preſum'd, 

Though arts hid cauſes are not found, 
All is not ſweet, all is not found. 
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True- 
nt, it 
wphin 
Clerim 
prong 
True-1 
form: 
ght-ca 
Clerim 


Give me a look, give me a face, 
That makes ſimplicity a grace ; 

Robes looſely flowing, hair as free: 
Such ſweet neglet more taketh me, 
Than all th' adulteries of art ; 

They ſtrike my eyes, but not my heart. 


True-wit. And I am clearly o' the other fide: I lore 

od dreſſing before any beauty o' the world. O, a won 
is then like a delicate garden; nor is there one kind of i 
ſhe may vary every hour; take often counſel of her glaſ 
and chuſe the beſt. If ſhe have good ears, ſhow em; goc 
hair, lay it out; good legs, wear ſhort clothes : a good hand 
diſcover it often; practiſe any art to mend breath, clean 
teeth, repair eye-brows, paint, and profeſs it. 

Clerimont. How ? Publicly ? 

True-wit. The doing of it, not the manner: that muſt h 
private. Many things, that ſeem foul i' the doing, do plealc 
done. A lady ſhould, indeed, ſtudy her face, when 
think ſhe ſleeps; nor when the doors are ſhut, ſhould ni; 
be inquiring; all is ſacred within, then. Is it for us to { 
their-perrukes put on, their falſe teeth, their comple riot 
their-eye-brows, their nails? you ſee guilders will not work 
but inclos d. They muſt not diſcover, how little ſerves 
with the help of art, to adorn a great deal. How long di 
the canvas hang afoge Aldgate? Were the people ſuffer d 


boys. 


eri mo- 


ſee the city's love and, charity, while they were rude ſtonꝗ 855 
before they were painted and burniſh'd? No: no moi, h : 
ſhould ſervants approach their miſtreſſes but when they ry * 
complete, and finiſh'd. 5 1 

Clerimont. Well ſaid, my True-wit. 10 
True-wit. And a wiſe lady will keep 4 guard always vp oe * 
the place, that ſhe may do things ſecurely. I once folg, g : . 
ed a rude fellow into a chamber where the poor madam, i his ad 
haſte, and troubled, ſnatch'd at her perruke, to cover bel. © 
f eaſe 

baldneſs: and put it on the wrong way. TY 
Clerimont. O prodigy ! | 10 
True-wit. And the unconſcionable knave held her in com la. L 
pliment an hour with that reverſt face, when I ſtill look gr 5 
when ſhe ſhould talk from the t'other fide. | Ea 


Clerimont. Why? Thou ſhouldſt ha' reliev'd her. 
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True-wit. No faith, let her alone, as we'll let this argu- 
nt, if you pleaſe, and paſs to another. When ſaw you 
upbine Eugene ? | | 

(lerimont. Not theſe three days. Shall we go to him this 
ming? He is very melancholic, I hear. 

True-wit. Sick o' the uncle? Is he? I met that ſtiff piece 
formality, his uncle, yeſterday, with a huge turbant of 
ght-caps on his head, buckled over his cars. 

Clerimont. O, that's his cuſtom when he walks abroad. 
can endure no noiſe, man. 

True-wit. So I have heard. But is the diſeaſe ſo ridicu- 
u in him as it is made? They ſay he has been upon di- 
n treaties with the fiſh wives, and orange-women; and 
ticles propounded between them: marry, the chimney- 
tepers will not be drawn in. 

Cerimont. No, nor the broom-men : they ſtand out ſtifly. 
cannot endure a coſtard-monger, he ſwoons if he hear 


True-wit, Methinks a ſmith ſhould be ominous. 
erimont, Or any hammer-man. A brazier is not ſuffer'd 
dwell in the pariſh, nor an armorer. He would hove 
gd a pewt'rer's prentice once on a Shrove Tueſday's riot, 
being o' that trade, when the reſt were quiet. | 
2 A trumpet would fright him terribly, or the 
boys. | 
"= aq Out of his ſenſes. The wrights of the city have 
tenſion of him not to come near that ward. This youth 
his'd on him one night like the bell- man; and never left 
| he had brought him down to the door, with a long 
rd; and there left him flouriſhing with the air. 

by. Why, fir, he hath choſen a ſtreet to lie in, ſo narrow 
doth ends, that it will receive no coaches, nor carts, nor 
of theſe comme: noiſes : and therefor, we that love 
, deviſe to bring him ſuch as we may, now and then, 
his exerciſe, to breathe him. He would grow reſty elſe 
bs eaſe: his virtue would ruſt without action. I intreat- 
a bearward, one day to come down with the dogs of ſome 
u pariſhes that way, and I thank him he did; and cried 
games under maſter Moro/e's window; till he was ſent 
ag away, with his head made a moſt bleeding ſpectacle 
Ie multitude. And, another time, a fencer, going to 
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his prize, had his drum moſt tragically ran through, for ti 


eſt tri 

ing that ſtreet in his way, at my requeſt. 
8 A good — — does he for the bells mh 
Clerimont. O, i' the queen's time, he was wont to go 0 ST 

of town every Saturday at ten a clock, or on holy-day er True: 
But now, by reaſon of the ſickneſs, the perpetuity of rin Cleri 
ing has made him deviſe a room, with double walls, a dee 
treble cielings; the windows cloſe ſhut and chalk'd; 1 of b. 
there he lives by candlelight. He turn'd away a man, r he's 
week, for having a pair of new ſhoes that creak d. e 
this fellow waits on him now in tennis- court ſocks, or 4 1-7 
pers ſoal'd with wool; and they talk to each other is b Da: 
trunk. See, who comes here. i D. 
id a ba 

| Clerim 

s c FN E U. s not 

8, ntinen 

DAUPHINE, TRUE-WIT, CLERIMON WW," 
„ : RS Clerim 
Vauphine. HO W now! what ails you, Sirs? dumb! neui 
True-wit. struck into ſtone, almoſt, I am here, with ulWn,,,;; 
o' thine uncle! There was never ſuch a prodigy heard of Trne-u, 
Dauphine. I would you would once loſe this ſubject, Me this 
maſters, for my ſake. They ate ſuch as you are, that bay! not, 
brought me into that predicament I am with him. treaty 
True-wit. How is that? ce, whe 
Daupbine. Marry, that he will diſinherit me. No mol Dauphir 
He thinks, I, and my company are authors of all the it, He 
culous acts and mon'ments are told of him. &'d the 
True-wit. Slid, I would be the author of more to puilty, 
him; that purpoſe deſerves it: it gives the law of plaqii True-wi 
him. I'll tell thee what I-would do. I would make a fen for 
almanac, get it printed: and then ha' him drawn out be himf 
coronation day to the tower-wharf, and kill him with = ſhe? 1, 
noiſe of the ordnance. Diſiriherit thee ? he cannot, mi cler mn 
Art not thou the next of blood, and his fifter's ſon? uſe whe! 
Dauphine. I, but he will thruſt me out of it, he vows, MIt 
marry. f Cerimont 
True-wit. How! that's a more portent. Can he end rrue-wir 
no noiſe, and will venture on a wife? a Clrimont 
Clerimont. Yes; why thou art a ſtranger, it ſeems, t Irne-wit 
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eſt trick, yet. He has imploy'd a fellow this half year, all 

ver England, to hearken him out a durab woman; be ſhe 

f any form, or any quality, ſo ſhe be able to bear chil- 

en: her filence is dowry enough, he ſays. 

True-wit. But I truſt to God he has found none. | 

Clerimont. No, but he has heard of one that's lodg'd i- 

he next ſtreet to him, who is exceedingly ſoft ſpoken; thrit- 

of her ſpeech : that ſpends but fix words a day. And 

r he's about now, and ſhall have her. 

True-wit. Is't poſſible; who is his agent i' the buſineſs ? 

Clerimont. Marry a barber; an honeſt fellow, one that 

ls Dauphine all here. 

True- wit. Why you oppreſs me with wonder! A woman, 

ad a barber, and love no noiſe! 

Clerimont. Yes faith. The fellow trims him filently, and 

vs not the knack with his ſheers or his fingers: and that 

ntinency in a barber he thinks ſo eminent a virtue, as it 

u made him chief of his counſel. 

True-wit. Is the barber to be ſeen? or the wench! 

Clerimont. Yes, that they are. 

Truewit. I pr'y thee, Dauphine, let's go thither, 

Dauphine. I have ſome buſineſs now; I cannot i' faith. 

Trae-wit. You ſliall have no buſineſs ſhall make you ne- 

ct this, Sir: we'll make her talk, believe it; or if ſhe 

Il not, we can give out, at leaſt, (gypnuch as ſhall interrupt 

treaty : we will break it. Thou art bound in conſci- 

ce, when he ſuſpects thee without cauſe, to torment him. 

Dauphine. Not I, by any means, I'Il give no ſuffrage 

t. He ſhall never have that plea againſt me, that IT op- 

d the leaſt phant'fie of his. Let it lye upon my ſtars to 

guilty, I'll be innocent. 

True-wit. Yes, and be poor, and beg; do, innocent: 

en ſome geoom of his has got him an heir, or his barber, 

be himſelf cannot. Innocent, I pr'y thee, Ned, where 

ſhe? let him be innocent ſtill. BL 

Cerimont. Why right over againſt the barber's; in the 

uſe where Sir John Daw lies. 

Traz-wit. You not mean to confound me ? 

Uerimont. Why? 4” 

True-wit. Does he that would marry her know ſo much? 

Lerimont, I cannot tell. 

Irne-wit. Twere enough of imputation to her with him. 
Cc | | 


. 
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Clerimont. Why ? Geri 
True-wit. The only talking Sir i“ the town! Jack Dæu! Den 
And he teach her not to ſpeak, God b'w' you. I have ſome et, - 
buſineſs too. ; | but co 
Clerimont. Will you not go thither then ? and pr 
True-wit. Not with the danger to meet Daw, for mine be free 
ears. | | and ſw 
Clerimant. Why, I thought you two had been upon very at his | 
ood terms, | ſlloz, 
True-wit. Yes, of keeping diſtance. Cleri 
Clerimont. They ſay, he is a very good ſcholar. am ch 
True-wit. I, and he ſays it firſt. A pox on him, a fellow, P 
that pretends only to learning, buys titles, and nothing elſe by one 
of books in him. Cleri 
Clerimont. The world reports him to be very learned, ” 
True-wit. I am ſorry, the world ſhould ſo conſpire to ci 


lye him. N 2 on 
Clerimont. Good faith, I have heard v od things come e Pra) 
from him. | de: a the Vi 
True-wit. You may. There's none ſo deſperately 1gnd uſhOPp 
rant to deny that: would they were his own, God b'w bar, a1 
gentleman. SI. her up 
. * @ de 

Clerimont. This is very abrupt! wm C 
Ms or to v 

0 | . excha 
0 E E III. — 
| | to be 
' DAUPHINE, CLERIMONT, BOY. hweet-1 
3 ket come t 
Daupbine. COME, you are a ſtrange open man, to tel Dau, 
_ thing thus. + 00 now he 
ſerimont. Why, believe it, 'Dauphine, True-wit's a ven, 
honeſt fellow. ES DO Cleri 
Dauphine. I think no other: but this frank nature of h 22: 
is not for ſecrets, - Cleri 
Clerimont. Nay then, you are miſtaken, Dauphine : J knoy gg 
where he has been well truſted, and diſcharg'd the truſt ve Cher! 
ry truly, -and heartily. | "ny 
Dauphine, 1 contend not, Ned, but, with the fewer 1 2 
buſineſs is carried, it is ever the ſafer. Now we are alone Frau 
if you'll go thither, I am for you. | 3 


— 


** 
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Clerimont. When were you there ? 

Dauphine. Laſt night: and ſuch a decameron of ſport allen 
out, Boccace never thought of the like. Daw docs nothing 
but court her; and the wrong way. He would lye with her, 
and praiſes her modeſty; deſires that ſhe would talk, and 
be free, and commends her filence in verſes; which he reads 
and ſwears, are the beſt that ever man made. Tia rails 
u his fortunes, ſtamps, and mutines, why he is nut a coun- 
ſelloz, and call'd to affairs of ſtate. W 

Clerimont. I pr'y thee let's go, I would fain take this. 
dome water, Boy. 

Dauphine. We are invited to dinner together, , and I, 
by one that came thither to him, Sir La- Fbole. 

Clerimont. O, that's a precious mannikin. 

Dauphine. Do you know him ? 

Clerimont. I, and he will know you too, if e'er he faw you 
but once, tho' you ſhould meet him at church in the midſt 
Nef prayers. He is one of the Braveries, tho' he be none of 

the Wits. He will falute a judge upon the bench, and a 
oF bifiop in the pulpit, a lawyer when he is pleading at the 
bar, and a lady when ſhe is dancing in a maſque, and put 
her out. He does give plays, and ſuppers, and invites his 
zueſts to em, . out of his window, as they ride by in 
toaches. He has a lodging in the Strand for the purpoſe: 
or to watch when ladies are gone to the China houſes, or the 
erchange, that he may meet em by chance, and give em 
preſents, ſome two or three hundred pounds worth of toys, 
to be laught at. He is never without a-ſpare-hanquet, or 
fveet-meats in his chamber, there women to alight at, and 
come to for a bait. $i | 

Dauphine. Excellent! He was a fine youth laſt night, but 
dow he is much finer ! what is his chriſten name? I ha' for- 
got. 

b Clerimont. Sir Amorous La Foole. 

i Boy. The gentleman is here that owns that name. 

Clerimont. Heart, he's come to invite me to dinner, I hold 
my life. 

10 Dauphine. Like enough: pr'y thee let's ha' Lim up. 

Clerimont. Boy, marſhal him. 8 7 
4 Boy. With a truncheon, Sir? 

Clerimont. Away, I beſeech you. I'll make him tell us his 
bedigree, now; and what meat he has to dinner; and who 
Ce 2 
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are his gueſts; and, the whole courſe of his fortunes with Daup 
breath. | La- Fi 
Clerir 
La-F. 
'the n 
7 and 
pe—b 
es — 
Hure, 


hich 1 
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LA-FOOLE, CLERIMONT, DAUPHINE 


La-Foole. SAVE dear Sir Dauphine, honour'd maſter Cl 


ri mont. unly 
Clermiont. Sir Amorous ! you have very much honeſted ny. anti 
lodging, with your preſence. des. ſen 
La-Foole. Good faith, it is a fine lodging! almoſt, as de- Nen « 
licate a lodging as mine. ould h 
Clerimont. Not ſo, Sir. | amy — 
La-Foole. Excuſe me, Sir, if it were i' the Strand, I aſſure Wh, my | 
you. I am come, maſter Clerimont, to intreat you to wait ¶irpoſe, 
upon two or three ladies, to dinner, to-day. lat ho! 
Clerimont. How, Sir! wait upon en? did you ever ſec me ſed the 
carry diſhes ? ho, an 
La- Foole. No, Sir, diſpenſe with me; I meant, to bear f mal 
'em company. dlers, 
Clerimont. O, that I will, Sir: the doubtfulneſs o' your N hav 
phraſe, believe it, Sir, would breed you a quarrel once an iy lord 
hour, with the terrible boys, if you ſhould keep em tellow- Wit me 
ſhip a day. F dye — 
La- Foole. It ſhould be extremely againſt my will, Sir, it Worn in 


I conteſted with any man. came 
Clerimont. I believe it, Sir; where hold you your feaſt! rt, a 


La-Foole. At Tom Otter's, Sir. rvey'd 
Dauphine. , Tom Otter ! what is he? in the 
La-Foole. Captain Otter, Sir; he is a kind of gameſter, Nie up 
but he has had command both by ſea and land. Daup} 
Dauphine. O, then he is Fo; amphibium. Clerim 


La-Foole. I, Sir: his wife was the rich China-woman, that Wi Daup} 
the courtiers viſited ſo often; that gave her rare catertain- Wi L- Fo 
ment. She commands all at home. u take 

Clerimont. Then, ſhe is captain Otter. 


La-Focle. You ſay very well, Sir; ſhe is my kinſwoman, ruptly 
a La-Foole by the mother-ſide, and will invite any great ) Wi Peuph 
dies, for my ſake. 


THE SILENT WOMAN. 205 


: WY Dauphine. Not ofthe La-Fooles of Eſſex ? 
Li-Foole. No, Sir, the La-Fooles of London. 
Clerimont. Now, he's in. | 
Li-Foole. They all come out of our houſe, the La-Fooles 
che north, the La-Fooles of the welt, the La-Fooles of the 
aſt and ſouth — we are as ancient a family as any in Eu- 
pe but I myſelf am deſcended lincally of the French La- 
les — and, we do bear our coat yellow; or, Or, checker'd 
Lure, and Gules, and ſome three or four colours more, 
hich is a very noted coat, and has, ſometimes, been ſo- 
nnly worn by divers nobility of our houſe — but let that 
, antiquity is not reſpected now I had a brace of fat 
es ſent me, gentlemen, and half a dozen of pheaſants, a 
pzen or two of godwits, and ſome other fowl, which I 
ould have eaten, while they are good, and in good com- 
any—there will be a great lady, or two, my lady Haugh- 
„ my lady Centaure, miſtris Dol Mavis — and they come a 
upoſe, to ſee the filent gentlewoman, miſtris Epicæne, 
at honeſt Sir John Daw has promis'd to bring thither — 
ad then, miſtris Truſty, my ladies woman, will be there 
jo, and this honourable knight, Sic Dauphine, with your- 
If maſter Clerimont — nd we'll be very merry, and have 
dlers, and dance — I have been a mad wag, in my time, 
d have ſpent ſome crowns fince I was a page in court, to 
lord Lofty, and after, my ladies gentleman uſher, who 
it me knighted in Ireland, ſince it pleas'd my elder brother 
dye — J had as fair a gold jerkin on that day, as any was 
vn in the iſland- voyage, or at Cadiz, none diſprais'd, and 
came over in it hither, ſhow'd myſelf to my friends in 
jurt, and after went down to my tenants in country, and 
rey d my lands, let new leaſes, took their money, ſpent 
in the eye o' the land here, upon ladies — and now I can 
xe up at my pleaſure. | 

Dauphine. Can you take up ladies, Sir ? 

Clerimont. O, let him breathe, he bis not recover'd. 
Dauphine. Would I were your half, in that commodity. 
Li-Foole. No, Sir, excuſe me: I meant money, which 
n take up any thing; I have another gueſt, or two, to in- 
; and ſay as much to. Gentlemen, I'll take my leave 
zan, Pruptly, in hope you will not fail— Your ſervant. 

h- Dapbine. We will not fail you, Sir precious La-Foole ; 
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but ſhe ſhall, that your ladies come to ſee t if I have cred; 


afore Sir Dit: ilting 


Clerimont. Did you ever hear ſuch a wind- ſucker, as th 80 
Dauphine. Or ſuch a rook as the other! that will beta by 
his maſter to be ſeen. * it's time we prevented it. pline, 
Clerimont. Go. | ; - * 
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id wit] 
| and 
ould ſ 
elicit 
1! wh 
cut 
und, 
Mute. 
Moro/, 
. 
ſt ſpe: 
Marof, 


MOROSE, MUTE. 


Moroſe. C ANNOT J, yet, find out a more compendi 
ous method, than by this trunk; to ſave n 

ſervants the labour of ſpeechy and mine ears the diſcord 
ſounds? Let me ſee: all diſcourſes but my own afflict n 
they ſeem harſh, impertinent, and irkſom, Is it not poſi 
ble, that thou ſnouldſt anſwer me by ſigns, and I apprehen 
thee, fellow? ſpeak ore tho' I queſtion you. You have t 
2 ping off from tlie ſtrect door, 2s 

- I 1 8780 {anſwer me not by ſpeech, but b 
Ai þ . Nicks 57 . ente unlefß 1 be otherwiſe (——) ve 
mares S 1 gbd. And, you have faſtened on a thic 
ſigns. quilt, or flock-bed, on the outſide of th 
door; that if they knock with their daggers, or with brick 
bats, they can make no noiſe? but with your leg, you at 
ſwer, unleſs it be otherwiſe (——) very good. This is nd 


TR 


True-u 
bur nam 
hes! } 


only fit modeſty in a ſervant, but good ſtate and diſcreti An 
in a maſter. And you have been with Cutberd the barb Z. you 
to have him come to me ? ( ) good. And, he will pre ayes 
ſently : ? anſwer me not with your les; unlefoit be otherwiſe (lere 
if it be otherwiſe, ſhake your head, or ſhrug. (———) mW; 1 
Your Italian, and Spaniard, are wiſe in theſe! and it i ek 
frugal and comely gravity. How long will it be ere Cate 3 
come? ſtay, if an hour, hold up your whole hand; if ha "ack ofe. 
an hour, two lingers; if a quarter, one; ) good 1 -u 
half a quarter? tis well. And have you given him a ke roſe 
to come in without knocking ? ( ) good. And, is hill ts 6 


lock oyl'd, and the —__ to-Gay ? (———) good, And i Doug. 
"yy 
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uting of the ſtairs no where worn out and bare? ( } 
good. I ſee, by much doctrine, and impulſion, it 
y be effected? ſtand by. The Turk, in this divine diſ- 
pline, is admirable, ' exceeding all the potentates of the 
th; ſtill waited on by mutes; and all his commands fo 
ccuted; yea, even in war, (as I have heard) and in his 
ches, moſt of his charges and directions given by ſigns, 
d with filence : an exquiſite arr! and I am heartily aſham- 
„ and angry oftentimes, that the princes of Chriſlendom 
ould ſuffer a barbarian to tranſcend 'em in ſo high a point 
felicity, I will practiſe it, hereafter. How now? oh! 
what villain? what prodigy of mankind is that? look. 
cut his throat, cut his throat: whai murderer, hell- 
und, devil can this be? [One winds u horn without again. 
Mute. It is a from the court 
Morgſe. Out Fogue, and muſt thou blow thy horn too? 

Mute. Alas, it is a poſt from the court, Sir, that ſays, he 
iſt ſpeak you, pain of death —— ' 
Moroſe. Pain of thy life, be ſilent. 


hi 


SCHEME 10. 


TRUE-WIT, MOROSE, CUTB=ZRD. 


True-wit. B Y your leave, Sir, I am a ſtranger here: is 
ur name maſter Moroſe ? is your name maſter oye” 
hes! Pythagoreans all! this. is ſtrange. What ſay you, 
„„ nothing? Has Harpocrates been here with his club, a- 
"ng you? well, Sir, I will believe you to be the man at 
s time; I will venture upon you, Sir, Your friends at 
urt commend em to you, Sir | | 
86, 4 O men! O manners! was there ever ſuch an im- 
ence ?) 1 
True-wit. And are extremely ſollicitous for you, Sir. 
Moroſe. Whoſe knave are you? 

True-wit, Mine own knave, and your compeer, Sir, 
Moroſe. Fetch me my ſword T4 . 
True-wit. You ſhall taſte the one half of my dagger, if 
u do (groom); and you the other, if you ſtir, Sir: be 
went, I charge you, in the king's name, and hear me 
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without inſurrection. They ſay, you are to marry! 7 
marry! Do you mark, Sir? 

Moroſe. How then, rude companion |! 

True-wit. Marry, your friends do wonder, Sir, the Than: 
being ſo near, wherein you may drown, ſo handſomely; 
London-Bridge, at a low fall, with a fine leap to hurry 50 
down the ſtream; or ſuch a delicate ſteeple in the town, 1 
Bow, to vault from; or, a braver height, as Paul's; or, i 
you affected to do it nearer home, and a ſhorter way, u 
excellent garret-window into the ſtreet; or, a beam, in thy 

. ſaid garret, with this halter, which they hang 
_ _ bim ſent, and deſire, that you would res ane 
; mit your grave head to this knot, than to the 
wedlock nooſe; or, take a little ſublimate, and go out of 
the world, like a rat; or, a fly (as one ſaid) with a ſtray 
1 your arſe: any way, rather than to follow this goblir 
Matrimony. Alas, Sir, do you ever think to find a chaſte 
wife, in theſe times? now! when there are ſo many maſques 
plays, puritan parlees, mad folks, and other ſtrange figh 
to be ſeen daily, private and public? if you had liv'd in 
king Ethelred's time, Sir, or Edward the confeſſor's, yo 
might, perhaps, have found in ſome cold country hamlet 
then, a dull froſty wench, would have been contented with 
one man : now, they will as ſoon he pleas'd with one leg, 
or one eye. I'II tell you, Sir, the monſtrous hazards you 
ſhall run with a wife. 
Moroſe. Good Sir | have I ever cozen'd any friends 0 
ours of their land? bought their poſſeſſions ? taken forfeit 
of their mortgage? begg'd a reverſion from em? baſtarded 
their iſſue? what have I done, that may deſerve this? 

True-wit. Nothing, Sir, that I know, but your itch 0 
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Moroſe 
True-w 
Moroſe. Why, if I had made an affaſſinate upon your far, Sir; 
ther; vitiated your mother; raviſhed your ſiſters ur torn 
True-wit. I would kill you, Sir, I would kill you, if you will r 
had. for th: 
Moroſe. Why? you do more in this, Sir: it were à ven- Por's pl, 
geance centuple, for all facinorous acts, that could be nam d, Win and 
to do that you do ep wh: 


True-wit. Alas, Sir, I am but a meſſenger: but tell you, Wit frien 
what you muſt hear. It ſeems, your friends are careful 2!- Wi loves 
ter your ſoul's health, Sir, and would have you know tus 
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meer (but you may do your pleaſure for all them; I per- 
ade not, Sir) if, after you are married, your wife do run 


him that dances the jig, or a fencer, for his {kill at his 


Weapon ; why it is not their fault, they have diſcharged 
3 eir conſciences ; when you know what may happen. Nay, 
yo er valiantly, Sir, for I muſt tell you all the perils that 


du are obnoxious to. If ſhe be fair, young and vegetous, 
ſweet- meats ever drew more flies; all the yellow doub- 
ts, and green roſes i' the town will be there. If foul and 
booked, ſhe'll be with them, and buy thoſe doublets and 
ſes, Sir. If rich, and that you marry her dowry, not her; 
l reign in your houſe, as imperious as a widow. If no- 
e, all her kindred will be your tyrants. If fruitful, as 
ond as May, and humorous as April, ſhe muſt have her 


tran ors, her midwives, her nurſes, her longings every hour : 
blingWough it be for the deareſt morſel of man. If Icarned, 
alteWere was never ſuch a parrat; all your patrimony will be 
ues Wo little for the gueſts that muſt be invited, to hear her 
glWcak Latin and Greek: and you mult lye with her in thote 
d nW02uages too, if you will pleaſe her. If preciſe, you muſt 


aſt all the filenc'd brethren, once in three days; ſalutc the 
ers; entertain the whole family, or wood of cem; and 
n9-winded exerciſes, fingings and catechiſings, whi. h you 
e not given to, and yet muſt give for; to pleaſe the zea- 
us matron your wite, who, for the holy cauſe, will cozen 
Iu over and above. You begin to ſweat, Sir, but this is 
thalfT' faith: you may do your pleaſure notwithſtanding, 
I faid before, I come not to perſuade you. Upon my 
th, maſter ſerving-man, if you do ſtir, I will beat you. 
[ The mute is ſtealing away. 
Moroſe. O, what is my ſin! what is my fin! 
True-wit. Then, if you love your wife, or rather dote on 
t, Sir; O, how ſhe'll torture you! and take pleaſure i 
ur torments! You ſhall lye with her but when ſhe liſts ; 
e will not hurt her beauty, her complexion : or it muſt 
tor that jewel, or that pearl when ſhe does; every half 
ur's pleaſure muſt be bought anew, and with the ſame 
un and charge you woo'd her at firſt. Then you muſt 
ep what ſervants ſhe pleaſe; what company ſhe will; 
it friend muſt not vilit you without her licenſe; and him 
loves moſt, ſhe will ſeem to hate eagerlieſt, to decline 
Dd 
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your jealouſie; or, feign to be jealous of you firſt; and 
that cauſe go live with her ſhe-friend, or couſin at the ci 
lege, that can inſtruct her in all the myſteries of writing le 
ters, corrupting ſervants; taming ſpies; where ſhe muſt ha 
that rich gown for ſuch a great day; a new one for the nen 


l? or 
eddin 
he lik 
ſible 
his rop 
Moro 


filld with a ſucceſſion of grooms, footmen, uſhers, ande & hy 


ther meſſengers; beſides, embroiderers, jewellers, tire- vun! 
men, ſemſters, feather-men, perfumers; while ſhe feel; nM 11, 
how the land drops away; nor the acres melt; nor foreſe i 11,,, 
the change, when the mercer gets your woods for her vl... a 
vets; never weighs what her pride coſts, Sir: ſo ſhe nuf thy 


kiſs a page, or a ſmooth-chin, that has the deſpair of 
beard ; be a ſtateſwoman, know all the news, what w 
done at Salisbury, what at the Bath, what at court, what! 
progreſs; or, ſo ſhe may cenſure Poets, and authors, an 
ſtiles, and compare em, Daniel with Spenſer, Johnſon wi 
the t'other youth, and ſo forth; or be thought cunning 
controverſies, or the very knots of divinity; and have 0 
ten in her mouth the ſtate of the queſtion : and then { 
to the mathematics, and demonſtration and anſwer, in rel 


AW, 


Daw. 
5: *tis 


ion to one; in ſtate to another; in baud'ry to a third. 

e Moreſe. O, O! 5 res 

True-wit. All this is very true, Sir. And then her goin o fta. 
in diſguiſe to that conjurer, and this cunning woman : whe boht, 
the firſt queſtion is, how ſoon you ſhall dy? next, if n 1 
preſent ſervant love her? next, that if ſhe ſhall have a ned her 
ſervant? and how many? which of her family would mai Da pl 
the beſt baud, male or female? what precedence the ſſu ur ſte 


have by her next match; and ſets down the anſwers, at 
believes em above the ſcriptures. Nay, perhaps ſhe'll |t 
dy the art. 
Moroſe. Gentle Sir, ha'you done? ha' you had your ple 
ſure o' me? I'll think of theſe things. 

True-wit. Yes, Sir: and then comes reeking home of v 
pour and ſweat, with going a foot, and lies in a mouth 
a new face, all oyl, and birdlime; and riſes in aſſes mil 


pora 
mpan? 
Clerim 
icæne, 


and is cleans'd with a new fucus: God b' w' you, Sir. 0! Daupl 
thing more (which I had almoſt forgot.) This too, wi pa. 
whom you are to marry, may have had a conveyance of bt Fpice, 
virginity afore-hand, as your wiſe widows do of their ſtate Dew. 


before they marry, in truſt to ſome friend, Sir: who cull: bi 
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11? or if ſhe have not done it yet, ſhe may do, upon the 
edding-day, or the night before, and antidate you cuckold. 
be like has been heard of in nature. Tis no devis'd im- 
ſible thing, Sir. God b' w' you: I'Il be bold to leave 
his rope with you, Sir, for a remembrance. Farewel Mute. 
Moroſe. Come, ha' me to my chamber: but The þ 

i ſhut the door. O, ſhut the door: is he come wrt 
gain? — 
Cutlerd. *Tis J, Sir, your barber. | 

Moroſe. O Cutberd, Cutberd, Cutberd ! here has been a cut- 
roat with me: help me into my bed, and give me phyſic 
th thy counſel. 


SC NE UM. 


AW, CLERIMONT, DAUPHINE, EPICOENE. 


Daw. NAY, an'ſhe will, let her refuſe at her, own char- 
s: 'tis nothing to me, gentlemen. But ſhe will not be in- 
ted to the like feaſts or gueſts every day. 

Clerimont. O, by no means, the may not refuſe 7 ey dif 
to ſtay at home, if you love your reputation; ſuade her 
light, you are invited thither o' purpoſe to be 
en, and langh'd at by the lady of the college, 
dd her ſhadows. This trumpeter hath proclaim'd you. 
Dauphine. You ſhall not go; let him be laugh'd at in 
bur ſtead, for not bringing you: and put him to his ex- 
poral faculty of fooling, and talking aloud to ſatisfy the 
mpany. 

Gier. He will ſuſpect us, talk aloud. Pray miſtris 
icene, let's ſee your verſes, we have Sir fohn Daw's 
we : do not conceal your ſervant's merit, and your own 
Mes. 

Epicene. They'll prove my ſervant's glories, if you have 
leave ſo ſoon. 

Dauphine. His vain glories, lady! 

Daw. Shew 'em, ſhew 'em, miſtris, I dare own them. 
Epicene. Judge you, what glories ? 

Daw, Nay, I'll read them myſelf, too: an author mult 
ate his own works, It is a madrigal of modeſty. 
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Modeſt, and fair, ſo fair and good are near gil 

| neighbours, how ere, not wh 

Dauphine. Very good. | Cleri 

Cleri mont. I, Is't not? Dau 

Daw. No noble virtue ever was alone, LE. neca th 
But two in one. , 

Dauphine. Excellent! reſt — 

Clerimont. That again, I pray, Sir John. Cler 


Dauphine. It has ſomething in't like rare wit and ſenſe, . Dau 
Clerimont. Peace. 


Daw, No noble virtue ever was alone, 
| But two in one. 
Then, when I praiſe ſweet modeſty, I praiſe 
| Bright beauty's rais : 
And having prais'd both beauty and modeſty, 
J have prais'd thee. 


Dauphine. Admirable! | 

Clerimont. How it chimes, and cryes tink i' the cloſe, di 
vinely ! | | 
Dauphine. I, 'tis Seneca. Det 


Cleri mont. No, I think 'tis Plutarch, Dau 
Daw. The Dor on Plutarch and Seneca, J hate it: the (ler 
are mine own imaginations, by that light. I wonder thok ery e 
fellows have ſuch credit with gentlemen ! Dar 


Clerimont. bois are very grave authors. 

Daw. Grave aſſes! mere Hſſayiſts! a few looſe ſentence; 
and that's all. A man would talk ſo, his whole age; 1: 
utter as good things every hour, if they were collected aui 
obſerv'd, as either of em. Clex 

Dauphine. Indeed! Sir Fohn. | 

Clerimont. He muſt needs, living among the Vits and Br 
veries too. 

Daupbine. I, and being preſident of em, as he is. 

Daw, There's Ariftotle, a mere common-place fellow 


Plato, a diſcourſer; Thacydides and Livy, tedious and di Cle 
Tacitus, an entire knot: ſometimes worth the untying, ve uch 
ſeldom. | Da: 

Clerimont. What do you think of the Poets, Sir John? er ſi 
Dau. Not worthy to be nam'd for authors. Homer, 1 Da 
old tedious prolix aſs, talks of curriers, and chines of bed Cle; 
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Tirgil, of dunging of land, and bees. Horace, of I know 
not what. | — | 
Clerimont. I think ſo. 
Daw. And ſo Pindarus, Lycophron, Anacreon, Catullus, Se- 
ela the Tragedian, Lucan, Propertius, Tibullus, Martial, Ju- 
wenal, Auſonius, Statius, Politian, Valerius Flaccus, and the 
reſt — 

Clerimont, What a ſack full of their names he has got! 

Dauphine. And how he pours 'em out! Politian, with Va- 
erius Flaccus I 
Clerimont. Was not the character right of him? 
Dauphine. As could be made, i' faith. . 
Daw. And Perſius, a crabbed cockſcom, not to beendur'd. 
Dauphine. Why? whom do you account for authors, Sir 
„hn Daw ? 
Daw. Syntagma Juris civilis, Corpus Juris civilis, Corpus 
uris canonici, the king of Spain's bible. | 
Dauphine. Is the king of Spain's bible an author? 
Clerimont. Yes, and Syntagma. 
Dauphine. What was that Syntagma, Sir? 
Daw. A civil lawyer, a Spaniard. 
Dauphine. Sure, Corpus was a Dutch man. | 
Clerimaut. I, both the Corpuſſes, I knew 'em: they were 
ery corpulent authors. 
Daw. And, then there's Vatablus, Pomponatius, Symancha ; 
he other are not to be receiv'd, within the thought of a 
ene holler. 
Dauphine. Fore God, you have a ſimple learn'd ſervant, 
d u dy, in titles. 
Clerimont. T wonder that he is not called to the helm, and 
ade a counſellor! 

Dau. He is one extraordinary. 

Clerimont. Nay, but in ordinary! to fay truth, the ſtate 
wants ſuch, | 


iſe, 


ellow Dauphine. Why, that will follow. 
dn Clerimont. I muſe a miſtris can be fo filent to the dotes of 
7, V1 Wuch a ſervant. 


Daw. *Tis her virtue, Sir. I have written ſomewhat ot 
ter ſilence too. : 
Dauphine, Tn verſe, Sir John! 

Clerimont, What elſe? 


bn? 
irs al 
f be 


| 
| 
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poets; they are poets that live by it, the poor fellows that 
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Dauphine. Why? how can you juſtify your own being of 
2 Poet, that ſo ſlight all the old Poets? 

Daw. Why, every man that writes in verſe, is not a po- 
et; you have of the wits thai writ verſes ; and yet are no 


live by it. 
Daupbine. Why, would not you live by your verſes, ir 
ohn? 


Clerimont. No, 'twere pity he ſhould. A knight live by 


his verſes! He did not make em to that end, I hope. madne 
Dauphine. And yet the noble Sidney lives by his, and the True 
noble family not aſham'd ſenſes | 


Clerimont. I, he profeſt himſelf; but, Sir John Daw has pline, . 
more caution: he'll not hinder his own rifing i' the ſtate ſo d: I 
much? Do you think he will? Your verſes, good Sir Jill, 


are no poems. Dauf 
Daw. Silence in woman, is like ſpeech in man ; True: 
Deny't who can. | ſhoul, 

Dauphine. Not I, believe it: your reaſon, Sir. ad no 
Daw. Nor is't a tale, but whe 
That female vice ſhould be a virtue male, ay, t 

Or maſculine vice a female virtue be- th thi 

Tou ſhall it ſee e muſe 


| Prov'd with increaſe ; ape Of 

T know to ſpeak, and ſhe to hold ber peace. we pu 

Do you conceive me, gentlemen? pplaud 
Dauphine. No, faith; how mean you with increaſe, ren ſtup 
John? Dauph 


Daw. Why, with increaſe, is, when I court her for the erin: 
common bats + of mankind, and ſhe ſays nothing but c-. 
ſentire videtur and in time is gravida. | True 

Dauphine. Then this is a ballad of procreation ? Clerim 

Cierimont. A madcigal of procreation ; you miſtake. ſh, we 

Epicene. Pray give me my verſes again, ſervant. Dauphi 

Daw. If you'll aſk em aloud, you ſhall. d ſtudi 

Clerimont. See, here's True- wit again, ater, 

| nag 
yourſc 
Dauphi, 
Clerims; 
It, Sli 
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IV. 


(CLERIMON T, TRUE WIT, DAUPHINE, CUT- 
BERD, DAW, EPICOENE. 


clerimont. WH E RE haſt thou been, in the name of 
madneſs ! thus accoutred with thy horn? 

True-wit. Where the ſound of it might have pierc'd your 
ſenſes with gladneſs, had you been in ear-reach of it. Dau- 
pline, fall down and worſhip me; I have forbid the banes, 
d: I have been with thy virtuous uncle, and have broke 
ic match. 

Dauphine. You ha' not, I hope. 

True-wit. Yes, faith; an' thou ſhould'ſt hope otherwiſe, 
[ ſhould repent me: this horn got me entrance; kiſs it. 1 
ad no other way to get in, but by feigning to be poſt; 
ut when J got in once, I prov'd none, but rather the con- 
nary, turn'd him into a poſt, or a ſtone, or what is ſtiffer, 
ith thundring into him the incommodities of a wife, and 
e miſeries of marriage. Tf ever Gorgon were ſeen in the 
ape of a woman, he hath ſcen her in my deſcription, I 
we put him off o' that ſcent for ever. Why do you not 
pplaud and adore me, Sirs? Why ſtand you mute? Are 
du ſtupid ? You are not hare; o' the benefit. 

Dauphine. Did not I tell you? Miſchief 

Clerimont. I would you had plac'd this benefit ſomewhere 
le, 

True-wit. Why ſo? 

Clerimont. *Slight, you have done the moſt inconſiderate, 
ſh, weak thing that ever man did to his friend. 

Dauphine, Friend! If the molt malicious enemy I have, 
ſtudied to inflict an injury upon me, it could not be a 
ater. 

True-wit. Wherein, for God's ſake? Gentlemen, come 
yourſelves again. | 
Dauphine. But I preſag'd thus much afore to you. 
Clerimont, Would my lips had been ſolder'd when I ſpake 
It. *Slight, what mov'd you to be thus impertinent ? 
True-wit. My maſters, do not put on this ſtrange face to 


dir 


the 
con- 
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pay my court'ſie: off with this vizor. Have good turns 
done you, and thank em this way? 
Dauphine. *Fore heav'n, you have undone me. That 


which I have plotted for, and been maturing now the 


four months, you have blaſted in a minute; 'now I am loſt, 
I may ſpeak. | This gentlewoman was lodg'd here by me o 
purpoſe, and, to be put upon my uncle, hath profeſt this 
obſtinate ſilence for my ſake, being my entire friend, and 
one that for the requital of ſuch a fortune as to marry 
him, would have made me very ample conditions; where 
now, all my hopes arc uiterly miſcarried by this unlucky 


- accident. 


Clerimont. Thus tis, when a man will be ignorantly offi- 
cious, do ſervices, and not know his why: I wonder what 
courteous itch poſteſt you ! You never did abſurder part i 
your life, nor 2 greater treſpaſs to friendſhip or humanity. 

Dauphine. Faith, you may forgive it beſt; *twas your cauſe 
principally. 

Cleri mont. J know it, would it had not. 

Dauphine. How now, Cutberd? what news? 

Cutberd. The beſt, the happieſt that ever was, Sir. There 
has been a mad gentleman with your uncle this morniny, 
(I think this be the gentleman) that has almoſt talk'd him 
out of his wits, with threatning him from marriage — 

Dauphine. On, I pr'y thee. 

Cutberd. And your uncle, Sir, he thinks 'twas done by 
your procurement; therefor he will ſee the party you wot 
of preſently; and if he like her, he ſays, and that ſhe be 


ſo inclining to dumb, as I have told him, he ſwears he will 


marry her to day, inſtantly, and not defer it a minute longer. 

Dauphine. Excellent! beyond our expectation ! 

True-wit. Beyond our expectation ! By this light, I knew 
it would be thus. 

Dauphine, Nay, ſweet True-wit, forgive me. 

Truc-wit. No, I was ignorantly officious, impertinent: 
this was the abſurd, weak part. 

Clerimont. Wilt thou aſcribe that to merit now, was mere 
fortune ? 

True-wit. Fortune! mere providence. Fortune had not 
a finger in't. I ſaw it muſt neceſſarily in nature fall out ſo: 
my genius is never falſe to me in theſe things. Shew me hw 
it could be otherwiſe. : 
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Dauphine. Nay, gentlemen, contend not, 'tis well now. 
ba True-wit. Alas, I let him go on with inconſiderate, and 
ee nch, and what he pleas'd. RD 
ſt Clerimont. Away, thou ſtrange juſtifier of thyſelf, to be 
viſer than thou wert, by the event. 


True-wit. Event! by this light, thou ſhalt never perſuade 
nd ne, but I foreſaw it, as well as the ſtars themſelves. 
ry Dauphine. Nay, gentlemen, 'tis well now: do you two 
entertain Sir John Daw with diſcourſe, while I ſend her a- 
* * with inſtructions. 
True-wit. I'll be acquainted with her firſt, by your fa- 
your, 
: Clerimont. Maſter True-wit, lady, a friend of ours. 
1 True-wit. 1 am ſorry I have not known you ſooner, lady, 
to celebrate this rare virtue of your ſilence. 

Clerimont. Faith, an' you had come ſooner, you ſhould 
ha'ſeen and heard her well celebrated in Sir Joby Daw's ma- 
drigals. 

True-wit. Jack Dau, God ſave you; when ſaw you La- 
Hole? 

Daw. Not ſince laſt night, maſter True-wit. 

m True-wit. That's a miracle! I thought you had been in- 
ſeparable. 

Daw. He's gone to invite his gueſts. 

True-wit. Gods ſo! 'tis true. What a falſe memory have 
towards that man! I am one: I met him ev'n now, upon 
that he calls his delicate fine black horſe, rid into a foam, 
vith poſting from place to place, and perſon to perſon, to 
nve em the cue 7 
Clerimont. Leſt they ſhould forget? 

True-wit. Yes: there was never poor captain took more 

Pains at a muſter to ſhew men, than he, at this meal, to 

heweriends. | 

Daw. It is his quarter-feaſt, Sir. 

Clerimont. What! do you ſay ſo, Sir J:hn? 

True-wit. Nay, John Daw will not he out, at the beft 

ends he has, to the talent of his wit: where's his miſtreſs. 

v hear and applaud him? Is ſhe gone? 

Daw. Is miſtreſs Epicane gone? Ir 

2 Gone afore, with Sir Dauphine, I warrant, to 

ie place. : | 

True-wit, Gone afore ! That were a manifeſt injury, a 
Ee 


re 


ot 
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diſgrace and a half; to refuſe him at ſuch a feſtival time x; 
this, being a bravery, and a wit too. 

Cleri mont. Tut, he'll ſwallow it like cream: he's better 
read in jure civili, than to eſteem any thing a diſgrace, is 
offer'd him from a miſtreſs. | 

Daw. Nay, let her e'en go; ſhe ſhall fit alone, and be 
dumb in her chamber a week together, for John Daw, I war- 
rant her: does ſhe refuſe me? 

Clerimont. No, Sir, do not take it ſo to heart: ſhe doe 
not refuſe you, but a little negle& you. Good faith, Tru- 
wit, you were to blame to put it into his head, that ſle 
does refuſe him. 

Truc-wit. Sir, ſhe does refuſe him palpably, however 
you mince it, An' I were as he, 1 would ſwear to ſpeak 
ne'er a word to her to day for't. ; 

Daw. By this light, no more I will not. 

True-wit. Not to any body elſe, Sir. 

Daw. Nay, I will not ſay ſo, gentlemen. 

Clerimont. It had been an excellent happy condition for 
the company, if you could have drawn him to it. 

Daw. I'Il be very melancholic, i' faith. 

Clerimont. As a dog, if I were as you, Sir John. 

True-wit. Or a ſnail, or a hog-louſe: I would roll myſelf 
up for this day in troth, they ſhould not unwind me. 

Daw. By this pick-tooth, ſo I will. 

Clerimont. Tis well done: he begins already to be angry 
with his teeth. 

Daw. Will you go, gentlemen ? 

Clerimont. Nay, you muſt walk alone, if you be right me- 
lancholic, Sir John. | 
pas Yes, Sir, we'll dog you, we'll follow you atar 
Off. | 
Clerimont. Was there ever ſuch a two yards of knighthood 
meaſur'd out by time, to be ſold to laughter? 
True-wit. A mere talking mole! hang him: no muſhroon 
was ever ſo freſh. A fellow ſo utterly nothing, as he knows 
not what he would be. 0 

Clerimont. Let's follow him: but firſt, let's go to Dauphine, 
he's hovering about the houſe, to hear what news. 

True-wit. Content, ; | 
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VV. 


MO ROSE, EPICOE NE, CUTBERD, MU Tk. 


Moroſe. WELCOME, Cutberd, draw near with your 
fair charge: and in her ear, ſoftly intreat her to unmaſk 
(——) So. Is the door ſhut? ( ) Enough. Now, Cut- 
berd, with the ſame diſcipline I uſe to my family, I will 
queſtion you. As I conceive, Cutberd, this gentlewoman is 
ſhe you have provided, and brought, in hope ſhe will fit 
me in the place and perſon of a wife. Anſwer me not but 
with your leg, unleſs it be otherwiſe : ( ) Very well 
done, Cutberd. I conceive heſides, Cutberd, you have been 
pre-acquainted with her birth, education, and qualities, or 
elſe you would not prefer her to my acceptance, in the 
weighty conſequence of marriage. ( ) This I conceive, 
Citherd, Anſwer me not but with your leg, unleſs it be other- 
wiſe. Very well done, Cutberd. Give 
aſide 5 te? and leave me to examine 2 1 
her condition, and aptitude to my affection. þ e 
She is exceeding fair, and of a ſpecial good 
fivour ; a ſweet compoſition, or harmony of limbs; her 
temper of beauty has the true height of my blood. The 
knave hath exceedingly well fitted me without: I will now 
try her within. Come near, fair gentlewoman ; let not 
my behaviour ſeem rude, though unto you, be- She curtſies, 
ing rare, it may happly appear ſtrange, (——) 
Nay, lady, you may ſpeak, though Cutberd and my man 
might not; for of all ſounds, only the ſweet voice of a fair 
lady has the juſt length of mine ears. I beſcech you, ſay, 
lady; out of the firſt fire of meeting eyes (they ſay) love 1s 
ſtriken : do you feel any ſuch per ay thot into 
you, from any part you ſee in me! ha, lady: 

(——) Alas, Lids, theſe anfwers by filent curte- Curteſie, 
es from you, are too courtleſs and fimple. I have ever had 
my breeding in court; and ſhe that ſhall be my wife, muſt 
de accompliſhed with courtly and audacious ornaments. 
Gan you ſpeak, lady? 
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Epicene. Judge you, forſooth. [ She ſpeaks ſoſth. 
Moreſe. What ſay you, lady? Speak out, I beſeech you. 


ſary) 


arts, t 


Epicane. Judge you, forſooth. 2 t 

Moraſe. O' my judgment, a divine ſoftneſs! But can you iſſn, t“. 
naturally, lady, as I enjoin theſe by doctrine and induſtry, Wi Epica 
refer yourſelf to the ſearch of my judgment, and (not ta- Mor 
ing pleaſure in your tongue, which is a woman's chiefeſt WM Epica 
Curtſie pleaſure) think it plauſible to anſwer me by ſilent More 
: " geſtures, ſo long as my ſpeeches jump right with MIvill n. 
what you conceive? (——) Excellent! Divine! if it were Held to 
poſlible ſhe thould hold out thus! Peace, Cutberd, thou art Nerd, 
made for ever, as thou haſt made me, if this felicity have laſt- Wt, bu 
ing: but I will try her further. Dear lady, I am courtly, , ſhe 
I tell you, and muſt have mine ears banquetted with plea- WW vealtt 
ſant and witty conferences, pretty girds, ſcoffs, and dalli- r pov: 


ance in her, that I mean to chuſe for my bed-pheere. The 
ladies in court think it a moſt deſperate impair in their 
quickneſs of wit, and good carriage, if they cannot give oc- 
caſion for a man to court; em; and when an amorous diſ- 
courſe is ſct on foot, miniſter as good matter to continue it, 
as himſelf: and do you alone ſo much differ from all them, I mine 
that what they (with ſo much circumſtance) affect and toil 
tor, to ſeem learn'd, to ſeem judicious, to ſeem ſharp and my b! 
conceited, you can bury in yourſelf with filence, and rather 
truſt your graces to the fair conſcience of virtue, than to the | 
world's or your own proclamation. | i the | 


Epicene. I ſhould be ſorry elſe. | un; an 

Morſe. What ſay you, lady? Good lady, ſpeak out. od ith 

Epicene. I ſhouid be ſorry elſe. mall! 

Moreſe. That ſorrow dota fill me with gladneſs. O M- md; 
roſe ! thou art happy above mankind! Pray that thou maiſt Wughthc 
contain thyſelf. I will only put her to't once more, and it In the 
ſhall be with the utmoſt touch and teſt of their ſex. But {Morle, t: 
hear me, fair lady; I do alſo love to ſec her whom I ſhall lit fri 
chuſe for my hicter, to be the firſt and principz. in all ſaſhi- N purſcor 
ons, precede all the dames at court by a fortnight, have Wood tha 
her council of taylors, linneners, lace-women, embroiderers, N be d 
and fit with em ſometimes twice a day upon freſh intell-· Ne tave 
gences, and then come forth varied like nature, or oftner ff knight 
than ſhe, and better, by the help of art, her emulous ſer- Nd. 
vant. This do I affect; and how will you be able, lady, ecm 
with this frugality of ſpeech, to give the manifold (but nc: ſhall x 
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ſary) inſtructions, for that bodies, theſe ſleeves, thoſe 
irts, this cut, that ſtitch, this embroidery, that Jace, this 
e, thoſe knots, that ruff, thoſe roſes, this girdle, that 
i, t' other ſcarf, theſe gloves? Ha! what ſay you, lady? 
Exicene. I'll leave it to you, Sir. 
Moraſe. How, lady? pray you rife a note. 
1 Wl Epiczne. I leave it to wiſdom and you, Sir. 
Moroſe. Admirable creature! Iwill trouble you no more: 
will not {in againſt ſo ſweet a ſimplicity. Let me now be 
old to print on thoſe divine lips the teal of being mine. 


. 


: therd, I give thee the leaſe of thy houſe free; thank me 
1. Wot, but with thy leg. (— I know what thou wouldſt 
„. ſhe's poor, and her friends deceaſed; ſhe has brought 


wealthy dowry in her filence, Cutberd ; and in reſpect of 
r povety, Cutberd, I ſhall have her more loving and obe- 
ent, Cutterd. Go thy ways, and get me a miniſter pre- 
atly, with a ſoft low voice, to marry us; and pray him he 
l not be impertinent, but brief as he can; away: ſoftly, 
herd. Sirrah, conduct your miſtreſs into the dining- room, 
our now-miſtreſs. O my felicity ! How ſhall I be reveng'd 
a mine inſolent kinſman, and his plots, to fright me from 
urrying! This night I will get an heir, and thruſt him out 
{my blood, like a ſtranger. He would be knighted, for- 
oth, and thought by that means to reign over me, his ti- 
muſt do it: no, kinſman, I will now make you bring 
ic the tenth lord's, and the ſixteenth lady's letter, kinf- 

1; and it ſhall do you no good, kinſman. Your knight- 
0d itſelf ſhall come on its knees, and it ſhall be rejected; 
ſhall be ſued for its fees to execution, and not be re- 
em'd; it ſhall cheat at the twelve - penny ordinary, it 
nighthood, for its diet all the term- time, and tell-tales for 
in the vacation to the hoſteſs; or it knighthood ſhall do 
orſe, take ſanctuary in Colebarbour, and faſt. It ſhall fright 
lit friends with borrowing letters; and when one of the 


hi · Nurſcore hath brought it knighthood ten ſhillings, it knight- 
ave Wood thall go to the Cranes, or the Bear at the Bridge-foot, 


be drunk in fear; it ſhall not have money to diſcharge 
te tavern-reckoning, to invite the old creditors to forbear 


ner I knighthood, or the new, that ſhould be, to truſt it knight- 
ſer- od. It ſhall be the tenth name in the bond, to take up 
dy, WW commodity of pipkins and ſtone-jugs; and the part there- 


ne- WF ball not furniſh it knighthood forth for the attempting 
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of a baker's widow, a brown baker's widaw. It ſhall git 
it knighthood's name for a ſtallion, to all gameſon citize 
wives, and be refus d, when the maſter of a dancing - ſchocl 
or (How do you call him) the worſt reveller in the town! 
taken: it ſhall want clothes, and by reaſon of that, vit, 
fool to lawyers. It ſhall not have hope to repair itſelf 
Conſtantinople, Ireland, or Virginia, but the beſt and laſt fo 
tune to it knighthood ſhall be, to make Dol T. ear-ſbect, alt thi 
Kate Common, a lady, and ſo it knighthood may eat. 


| eſts tl 

Ss CE N E YL Clerin 

lent c 

TRUE-WIT, DAUPHINE, CLERIMON 1 70 
CUTBERD, True 


True-wit, ARE you ſure he is not gone by? 
Dunphine. No, I ſtaid in the ſhop ever ſince. 
Clerimont. But he may take the other end of the Jane. 
Dauphine. No, I told him I would be here at this end: True- 
appvinted him hither. Clerim 


True-wit. What a barbarian it is to ſtay then! True-u 
Dauphbine. Yonder he comes. Dauphi 
Clerimont. And his charge left behind him, which is a2 Clerim: 
ry good ſign, Dauphine. True- u 


y / 


Dauphine. How now, Cutberd, ſucceeds it, or no? 


Cutberd. Paſt imagination, Sir, omnia ſecunda ; you cou Cerim: 


not have pray'd to have had it ſo well: Saltat ſcner, as True-u 
is i' the proverb, he does triumph in his felicity, admin Foe, 
the party! he has given me the leaſe of my houſe too! 2 er bart 
I am now going for a ſilent miniſter to marry em, and at ſuc 


2 pag 
rence. 

Id horſe 
Dauphi, 
True- ui 
den in 
ty den 


way. 
Lb 'Slight, get one o' the ſilenc'd miniſters; a ze 
lous brother would torment him purely. 

Cutberd. Cum privilegio, Sir. a 

Dauphine. O, by no means; let's do nothing to hinder 
now: when 'tis done and finiſh'd, I am for you, tor 2 
device of vexation. 


Cutberd. And that ſhall be within this half hour, up Is his b 
my dexterity, gentlemen, Contrive what you can in ls his 
mean time, bonis avibus. L lever; 
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Clrimont. How the ſlave doth Latin it! 

True-wit. It would be made a jeſt to poſterity, Sirs, this 
7s mirth, if ye will. 

Clerimont. Beſhrew his heart that will not, I pronounce. 
Dauphine. And for my part. What is't ? 

True-wit. To tranſlate all La-Foolc's company, and his 
aſt thither, to day, to celebrate this bridal. 

Dauphine. T marry ; but how will't be done ? 

True-wit. T'll undertake the directing of all the lady 
eſts thither, and then the meat muſt follow. 

Clerimont. For God's ſake, let's effect it; it will be an ex- 
lent comedy of affliction, ſo many ſeveral noiſes. 
3 But are they not at che other place already, 
ink you! p 
Lud. wil. I'll warrant you for the college-honours: one 
their faces has not the priming- colour laid on yet, nor tli- 
der her ſmock ſleek d. 

Clerimont. O, but they'll riſe earlier than ordinary to 2 
ſt, 

True-wit. Beſt go ſee, and aſſure yourſetves. 

Clerimont. Who knows the houſe : 

True-wit. T'll lead you; were you never there yet? 
Dauphine. Not I. | 

Clerimont. Nor J. 

True-wit. Where ha' you liv'd then? Not know Tom Ot- 
1 


id: 


Clerimont. No: for God's ſake what is he! 

True-wit. An excellent animal, equal with your Daw or 
-Foole, if not tranſcendent; and does Latin it as much as 
ur barber : he is his wife's ſubje&, he calls her princeſs, 
d at ſuch times as theſe follows her up and down the houſe 
2 page, with his hat off, partly for heat, partly for re- 
_ At this inſtant he is marſhalling of his bull, bear, 
d horſe. 

Dauphine. What be thoſe, in the name of Sphinx ? 
True-wit. Why, Sir, he has been a great man at the bear- 
den in his time; and from that ſubtle ſport has tane the 
ty denomination of his chief carowſing cups. One he 
his bull, another his bear, another his horſe. And then 
tas his leſſer glaſſes, that he calls his deer and his ape; 
L ſeveral degrees of them too; and never is well, nor 


— — 
* 


— =" 
— <——_—— 


A” © 
— — ——— 


— — — 


| | 
| 
| 


and they receive it ſo, and do expect it. 
Hear, and horſe, is known all over England, in rerum ut 
tura. 
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thinks any entertainment perfect, till theſe be brought ou 
and ſet o' cupboard. 

Clerimont. For God's love! we ſhould miſs this, if y 
ſhould not go. - 

True-wit. Nay, he has a thouſand things as good, th; 
will ſpeak him all day. He will rail on his wife, with cer 
tain common places, behind her back; and to her face 

Dauphine. No more of him. Let's go ſee him, I pctitio 
you. | 


ACT m. SCENE I. 


OTTER, Mrs. OTTER, TRUE-WIT, CLE 
RIMONT, DAUPHINE. 


AY, good princeſs, hear me pauca verba. 

Mrs. Otter. By that light, I'll ha' you chain'd up, wit 
your bull-doys and bear-dogs, if you be not civil the ſoon 
er. I]! fend you to kennel, i' faith. You were beſt bait m 
with your bull, bear and horſe? Never a time that th 
courtiers or collegiates come to the houſe, but you make! 
a Shrove-Tueſday! T would have you get your 7/ bit-(ontice 
velvet-cap, and your ſtaff i' your hand, to entertain em 
yes in troth, do. 

Otter. Not ſo, princeſs, neither; but, under correction 
ſweet princeſs, yi' me leave Theſe things I am know: 
to the courtiers by: it is reported to them for my humour 
ce Tom Otter's bull 


Mrs. Otter. Fore me, I will na-ture em over to the Pari 


garden, and na-ture you thither too, if you pronounce en 
again. 
with great ladies? Think i' your diſcretion, in any gov 
polity. z | 


Is a bear a fit beaſt, or a bull, to mix in ſociet) 


Otter. The horſe then, good princeſs. 


Mrs. Otter. Well, I am contented for the horſe; the 
love to be well hors'd I know: I love it myſelt. 
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Otter. And it is a delicate fine horſe, this Poetarum Pega- 
ul . Under correction, princeſs, Jupiter did turn himſelf 
into a Taurus, or bull, under correction, good princeſs. 
v Mrs. Otter. By integrity, I'll ſend you over to the bank- 
ide, I'll commit you to the maſter of the garden, if I hear 
but a ſyllable more. Muſt my houſe or my roof be pollut- 
cred with the ſcent of bears and bulls, when it is perfum'd 
or great ladies? Is this according to the inſtrument, when 
10988] married you? That Lwould be princeſs, and reign in 
nine own houſe; and you would be my ſubject, and obey 
ne? What did you bring me, ſhould make you thus pe- 
remptory ? Do I allow you your half-crown a-day, to ſpend 
where you will, among your gameſters, to vex and torment 
ne at ſuch times as theſe? Who gives you maintenance, I 
pay? Who allows you your horſe-meat and man's-meat ? 
your three ſutes of apparel a year? your four pair of ſtock- 
ugs, one filk, and three worſted ? your clean linen, your 
bands and cuffs, when I can get you to wear em? 'Tis 
nar'le you ha em n now. Who graces you with courtiers, 
x great perſonagrage-tprat to you out of their coaches, and 
ome home to your houſe ? were you ever ſo much as look'd 
pon by a lord or a lady, before I married you on the Ea- 
er or Whitſon holy-days ? and then out at the banquetting- 
touſe window, when Ned V hiting or George Stone were at 
te ſtake. 
Truewit. (For God's fake, let's go ſtave her off him.) 
Mrs Otter. Anſwer me to that. And did not I take you 
p from thence, in old greaſie buff-doublet, with points, 
ud green velvet ſleeves, out at the elbows ? You forget 


True-wit. (She'll worry him, if we help not in time.) 
Mrs. Otter. O, here are ſome o' the gallants! Go to, be- 
Wave yourſelf diſtinctly, and with good morality; or, I pro- 
lt, I'll take away your exhibition. 


Ff 
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SCENE 1 T! 


TRUE-WIT, Mrs. OTTER, Cap. OTTER, CL. Cu 


RIMONT, DAUPHINE, CUTBERD. the h 
that } 
„ True- wit. B Y your leave, fair miſtreſs Otter, T'll be hold Da 
| 4 to enter theſe gentlemen 1n your acquaintance. Cut 
Mrs. Otter. I ſhall not be obnoxious, or difficil, Sir. be he 

True-wit. How does my noble captain? Is the bull, bear, ¶ vere 

and horſe in rerum natura (till ? quick 
Otter. Sir, Sic viſum ſuperts. to tel, 


Mrs. Otter. I would you would but intimate 'em, do. i tiey f 


Go your ways in, and get toſts and butter made for the Dar 
woodcocks: that's a fit province for you. thy ke 
Clerimont. Alas, what a tyranny is this poor fellow marti- Cut! 
ed to! Tru, 
True-wit. O, but the ſport will be anon, when we get Cer 
him looſe. | bim nc 
Dauphine. Dares he ever ſpeak ? Mrs. 
True-wit. No Anabaptiſt ever rail'd with the like licenſe: Daa 
but mark her language in the mean time, I beſeech you. allen 
Mrs. Otter. Gentlemen, you are very aptly come. My Mrs. 
couſin, Sir Amorous, will be here briefly. that ca1 


pagean 
nous to 
ter hor 
expoun 


True-wit. In good time, lady. Was not Sir John Da: 
here to aſk for him, and the company ? 

Mrs. Otter. I cannot aſſure you, Mr. True-wiꝰ. Here was 
a very melancholy knight in a ruff, that demanded my {ub 
ject for ſome body, a gentleman, I think. rery tri 

Clerimont. I, that was he, lady. Cleri 

Mrs. Otter. But he departed ſtraight, I can reſolve you. WW Mrs 


Dauphine. What an excellent choice phraſe this lady cx MW). It 
preſſes in pound, 
True-wit. O, Sir! ſhe is the only authentical courticr Ml ſtood 
that is not naturally bred one, in the city. Otlepe, 
Mrs. Otter. You hows taken that report upon truſt, gen dropt 
tlemen. could n. 


True-wit. No, I aſſure you, the court governs it ſo, lad iiing c 
in your behalf. | new. f 


» 
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Mrs. Otter. I am the fervant of the court and courtiers, 
dir. 

True- wit. They are rather your idolaters. 

Mrs. Otter. Not ſo, Sir. 

Dauphine. How now, Cutberd! Any croſs ? 

Cutberd. O no, Sir, omnia bene. Twas never better o' 
the hinges, all's ſure. I have ſo pleas'd him with a curate, 
that he's gone to't almoſt with the delight he hopes for ſoon. 

Dauphine. What is he for a vicar ? 

Cutberd. One that has catch'd a cold, Sir, and can ſcarce 
be heard ſix inches off; as if he ſpoke out of a bullruſh that 
were not pickt, or his throat were full of pitch: a fine 
quick fellow, and an exccilent barber of prayers. I came 
to tell you, Sir, that you might omnem movere lapidem (as 
they ſay) be ready with your vexation. 

Danphine Gramerey, honeſt Cutberd, be thereabouts with 
thy key to let us in. 

Cutberd. Iwill not fail you, Sir: Ad manum. 

True-wit, Well, I'll go watch my coaches. | 

Clerimont, Do; and we'll fend Daw to you, if you mect 
bim not 

Mrs. Otter. Is Mr. Trie-wit gone? 

Dauphine. Yes, lady, there is ſome unfortunate buſineſs 
fallen out. 

Mrs. Otter. So J judg'd by the phiſiognomy of the fellow 
that came in; and I had a dream laſt night too of the new 
pageant, and my lady mayoreſs, which is always very omi- 
nous to me. I told it my lady Harghty t'other day, when 
ker honour came hither to ſee ſome China ſtuffs; "wad lie 
epounded it out of Artemidorus, and I have found it ſince 
rery true. It has done me many affronts. 

(eri mont. Your dream, lady ? 

Mrs Otter. Yes, Sir, any thing I do but dream o' the ct- 
ty, It ſtain'd me a damaik table-cloth, coſt me eighteen 
pound, at one time; and burnt me a black ſatten gown, as 

l tood by the fire, at my lady Centaure's chamber, in the 
00 lege, another time. A third time, at the lord's maſque, 

dropt all my wyre and my ruff with wax candle, that 1 
ould not go up to the hancuet. A fourth time, as I was 
uxing coach to go to I/are, to meet a friend, it daſh'd me 
arch {ute all over (a crimſen ſatten en and black 

* "Lge, „ with a brewer's horſe, that I was Fain to goun 
F 5 
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and ſhift we, and keep my chamber a leaſh of days for the Mall ! 
anguiſh of it. 


{ 

 Dauphine. Theſe were dire miſchances, lady. 9 fu 
Clerimont. I would not dwell in the city, an 'twere ſo fi Cler 
tal to me. TR & Da 
Mrs. Otter. Yes, Sir; but I do take advice of my doc a 
to dream of it as little as I can. | 1 
Dauphine. Ye do well, miſtreſs Otter. Don 


Mrs. Otter. Will it pleaſe you tc enter the houſe fartha, 
gentlemen ? | 

Dauphine. And your favour, lady: but we ſtay to ſpeał 
with a knight, Sir Joby Daw, who is here come. We {hall | 
follow you, lady. | and m: 


Mrs. Otter. At your own time, Sir. It is my couſin Promi 
Amorous has feaſt appear 
Dauphine. I know it, lady. | bs now 
Mrs. Otter. And mine together. But it is for his bohis kir 
nour, and therefor I take no name of it, more than of Mo the 
place. - : he wi! 
Dauphine. You are a bounteous kinſwoman. o difa 
Mrs. Otter. Your ſervant, Sir. rere) 
Daw 
: leartily 
N. Cleri, 
ore to 
CLERIMONT, DAW, LA-FOOLE, DAUPHIN _ 
OTTER, ery jo 
| La-F 
Clerimont. WH I, do you know it, Sir John Daw? fRiſtreſs 
Daw. No, I am a rook it I do.  Woneſt: 
Clerimont. I'Il tell you then; ſhe's married by this t1meWo colle 
8 And whereas you were put i th' head, that ſhe was gone ui Daup 
Sir Dauphine, I aſſure you, Sir Dauphine has been the noble. yo 
honeſteſt friend to you, that ever gentleman of your quali La-. 
could boaſt of. He has diſcover'd the whole plot, and mal] Cleri, 
our miſtreſs ſo acknowleging, and indeed, ſo aſhamed eas don 
* injury to you, that ſhe deſires you to forgive her, a La-F. 
but grace her wedding with your preſence to-day She is knov 
be married to a very good fortune, ſhe ſays, his uncle 00 Cleriy 
Moraſe: and ſhe will'd me in private to tell you, that Wayph;y, 


erted a 
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«WW ſhall be able to do you more favours, and with more ſecu- 
rity now than ever before. | 

Daw. Did ſhe ſay ſo, i' faith? 

+ Clerimont. Why, what do you think of me, Sir John! aſk 

dir Dauphine. 

8 Daw. Nay, I believe * Good Sir Daupbine, did ſhe 

deſire me to forgive her ! 

Dauphine. J aſſure you, Sir John, ſhe did. 

Daw. Nay then, I do with all my heart, and T'll be jo- 
vial. | 7 
Clerimont. Yes, for look you, Sir, this was the injury to 
you. La-Foole intended this feaſt to honour her bridal day, 
and made you the property to invite the college ladies, and 
promiſe to bring her; and then at the time, ſhe would have 
appear d (as his friend) to have given you the Dor. Where- 
vs now, Sir Dauphine has brought her to a feeling of it, with 
his kind of ſatisfackion, that you ſhall bring all the ladies 
o the place where ſhe is, and be very jovial ; and there, 
e will have a dinner, which ſhall be in your name: and 
ſo diſappoint La-Foole, to make you good again, and (as it 
vert) a ſaver i' the man. 

Daw. As I am a knight, I honour her, and forgive her 
eartily, 
rx IO About it then preſently. True-wit is gone be- 
ore to confront the coaches, and to acquaint you with ſo 
nuch, if he meet you. Join with him, and 'tis well. See, 
ere cames your Antagoniſt, but take you no notice, but be 
ery jovial. | 
La-Foole. Are the ladies come, Sir John Daw, and your 
ſtreſs ? Sir Dauphine ! you are exceeding welcome, and 
loneſt maſter Clerimont. Where's my couſin? did you fee 
jo collegiates, gentlemen ? 

Dauphine. Collegiates! Do you not hear, Sir Amorous, 
ow you are abus'd ? 35 
La-Foole. How Sir! 

Clerimont. Will you ſpeak ſo kindly to Sir John Daw, that 
s done you ſuch an affront ? 

La-Foole. Wherein, gentlemen ? let me be a ſuitor to you 
e is know, I beſeech you! 

Clerimont. Why Sir, his miſtreſs is married to-day to Sir 
hau phine's uncle, your couſin's neighbour, and he has di- 
erted all the ladies, and all your company thither, to fru- 
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ſtrate your proviſion, and ſtick a diſgrace upon you. He 
was here, now, to have intic'd us away from you too: but 
we told him his own I think. 

La-Foole. Has Sir John Daw wrong'd me ſo inhumanly? 

Cleriment. He has done it, Sir Amorous, moſt mahliciouſlly 
and treacherouſly : but if you'll be rul'd by us, you ſhall 
quit him i' faith. 

La-Foole. Good gentlemen ! I'Il make one, believe it, 
How I pray ? 

Dauphine. Marry Sir, get me your pheaſants, and you 
godwits, and your beſt meat, and diſh it in filver diſhes of 
your couſin's preſently. and ſay nothing, but clap me 2 
clean towel about you, like a ſewer : and hare-headed, 
march afore it with a good confidence (tis but over the way, 
hard by) and we'll ſecond you, where you thall ſet it o'thef 
board, and bid em welcome to't, which ſhall ſhow tis 
vours, and diſgrace his preparation utterly : and for your 
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couſin: whereas the ſhould be troubled here at home with MF Cler; 
care of making and giving welcome, ſhe ſhall transfer a Dau; 
that labour thither, and be a principal gueſt herſelf, tit Otter 
rank'd with her college honours, and be honour'd, and hein Sir 
her health drunk as often, as bare, and as loud as the bceitWWMrinceſ 
of I. by hor 


L:-Foole. T'll go tell her preſently. It ſhall be done, thats Geri. 


reſolv'd. La-F 
Cleri mont. I thought he would not hear it out, but 'twould Wl Daup 
take him. La-F 


Dauphine. Well, there he gueſts, and meat now, hohes. 


ſhall we do for muſic ? Otter. 
Cleri mont. The ſmell of the veniſon, going thro' the ſtreet WW Clerir 

will invite one noiſe of fiddlers or other. ho wa 
Dauphine. I would it would call the trampeters thither. Her of . 
Clerimont, Faith, there is hope, they have intelligence a, 

all feaſts. There's good correſpondence betwixt them and Otter. 

the London cooks. Tis twenty to one but he have em. eſe ſto 
Daufhine. * Twill be a moſt ſolemn day for my uncle, andi. 

an excellent fit of mirth for us. Daup} 
Cleri mont. I, if we can hold up the emulation bctwi«ader. 

Foole and Daw, and never bring them to expoſtulate. Otter, 
 Dauphine. Tut, flatter em both (as Trze-wit ſays) and: Clerin 


you may take their underſtandings in a purſenet. The) 
believe themſelves to be juſt ſuch men as we make em, nei 
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ge ger more or leſs. They have nothing, not the uſe of their 
enſes, but by tradition. ; | 

Cleriment. See ! Sir Amorous has his towel on already. 
fare you perſuaded your couſin ? 


[ He enters like a ſewer. 
La-Foole. Yes, tis very feaſible : ſhe'll do any thing, ſhe 
is, rather than the La-Fooles ſhall be diſgrac'd. 
Dauphine. She is a noble kinſwoman. It will be ſuch 
peſt ling device, Sir Amorous ! It will pound all your ene- 
y's practices to powder, and blow him up with his own 
nine, his own train. 
La-Foole. Nay, we'll give fire, I warrant you. 
Clerimont. But you muſt carry it privately, without any 
viſe, and take no notice by any means 
nter. Gentlemen, my princeſs ſays you ſhall have all her 
flrer diſhes, feſtinate : and ſhe's gone to alter her tire a lit- 
le, and go with you. 
Clerimont. And yourſelf too, captain Otter, 
Dauphine. By any means, Sir. 
Otter. Yes, Sir, I do mean it: but I would intreat my cou- 
ln Sir Amorous, and you gentlemen, to be ſuitors to my 
princeſs, that I may carry my bull and my bear, as well as 
by horſe. | 
— That you ſhall do, captain Otter, 
La-Foole. My couſin will never conſent, gentlemen. 
Dauphine. She muſt conſent, Sir Amorous, to reaſon, 
La-Foole. Why, ſhe ſays they are no decorum among la- 
8 
Otter. But they are decora, and that's better, Sir. 
Clerimont. I, the muſt hear argument. Did not Paſiphae, 
ho was a queen, love a bull? and was not Caliſte, the mo- 
her of Arcas, turn'd into a bear, and made a ſtar, miſtreſs 
Urſula, i' the heavens ? 
Otter. O God! that I could ha' ſaid as much! I will have 
75 ſtories painted i' the bear- garden, ex Ovidii Metamor- 
755%. a 
Deny. Where is your princeſs, captain? pray” be our 
Kader, 
Otter. That I ſhall, Sir. 
Clerimont, Make haſte, good Sir Amorous. 
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MOR OSE, EPICOENE, PARSON, CUTBERD. 


Moroſe. STR, there's an angel for yourſelf, and a brace 
of angels for your cold. Muſe not at this manage of my 
bounty. It is fit we ſhould thank fortune, double to na- 
ture, for any benefit ſhe confers upon us; beſides, it is your 
imperfection, but my ſolace, 

| [ The perſon ſpeaks as having a cold. 

Parſon. I thank your worſhip; ſo it is mine, now. 

Moroſe. What ſays he, Cutberd? 

Cutberd. He ſays, preſto, Sir, whenſoever your worſhip 
needs him, he can be ready with the like. He got this cold 
with fitting up late, and finging catches with cloth-workers. 

Moroſe. No more, I thank him. 

Parſon. God keep your worſhip, and give you much joy 
with your fair ſpouſe. (Umph, umph.) 

| [ He coughs. 

Moroſe. O, O, ſtay, Cutberd! let him give me five ſhil- 
lings of my money back. As it is bounty to reward benc- 
fits, ſo it is equity to mulct injuries. I will have it. What 
ſays he? | 

Cutberd. He cannot change it, Sir. 

Moroſe. It muſt be chang d. 

Cutberd. Cough again. 

Morofſe. What ſays he; 

Cutberd. He will cough out the reſt, Sir. 

Parſon. (Umph, umph, umph.) [ Again. 

Moroſe. Away, away with him, ſtop his mouth, away, 
I forgive it. | i 
Epicæne. Fye, maſter Moroſe, that you will uſe this vio- 
lence to a man of the church. 

Moroſe. How! i 

Epicene. It does not become your gravity, or breeding 
(as you pretend in court) to have offer'd this outrage on 4 
water-man, or any boiſterous creature, much leſs on a man 
of his civil coat. 


Meoroſe. You can ſpeak then |! 


Ms 
theſile 
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Epicene. Yes, Sir. 

Morſe. Speak out I mean. 

Epicene. I, Sir; why, did you think you had married a 
ſatue? or a motion only? one of the French puppets, with 
the eyes turn'd with a wire? or ſome innocent out of the 

\ D. WW hoſpital, that would ſtand with her hands thus, and a plaiſe- 
mouth, and look upon you. 

race Moreſe. O immodeſty! a manifcſt woman! what, Cut- 

my lerd? ; 

8 Epicæne. Nay, never quarrel with Cutberd, Sir; it is too 

our late now. I confeſs it doth bate ſomewhat of the modeſty 
had, when I writ ſimply maid, but I hope I ſhall make 


old. it a ſtock ſtill competent to the eſtate and dignity of your 


vite, 
Moreſe. She can talk 
hip Epicene. Yes indeed, Sir. NS Oh 
old Moreſe. What, firrah. None of my knaves, there? where 


ers. Is this impoſtor Cutberd? 
Epicæ ne. Speak to him, fellow, ſpeak to him. T'll have 

joy none of this coacted, unnatural dumbneſs in my houſe, in 

: family where I govern. | 
7/5. Moroſe. She is my regent already! I have married a Pen- 
11l- WMite/ilca, a Semiramis, ſold my liberty to a diſtaff. 
ne- 
hat 


S V. 
TRUE- WIT, MOROSE, EPICOE NE. 


True-wit. WHERE's maſter Morſe? 

Moroſe. Is he come again! Lord have mercy upon me. 

True-wit. I with you all joy, miſtreſs Epicene, with your 
nave and honourable match. 
Epicene. I return you the thanks, maſter True-wit, ſo 
inendly a wiſh deſerves. 
Moroſe. She has acquaintance too! 
True-wit. God ſave you, vir, and give you all content- 
nent in your faireſt choice, here, Before I was the bird of 
night to you, the owl; but now I am the meſſenger of peace, 
dove, and bring you the glad wiſhes of many friends to 
the celebration of this good hour. 
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Moroſe. What hour, Sir? 

True-wit. Your marriage hour, Sir. I commend your . 
ſolution, that (notwithſtanding all the dangers 1 laid aterc 
you, in the voice of a nightcrow) would yet go on, and be 
yourſclf. It ſhews you are a man conſtant to your own end, 
and upright to your purpoſes, that ſhould not be put of 
with leic-handed cries. 

Morſe. How ſhould you arrive at the knowlege of 0 
much! | 

Truc-wit. Why, did you ever hope, Sir, committiny the 
ſecrecy of it to a barber, that leſs than the whole tuwn 
ſhould know it? you might as well ha' told it the condur, 
or the bake-houſc, or the intant'ry that follow the court, 
and with more ſecurity. Could your gravity forget fo old 
aud noted a remnant, as, lippis et tonſoribus notum? Vic 
Sir, forgive it yourſelf now, the fault, and be communica- 
ble with your friends. Here will be three or tour faihion- 
able ladies from the college to viſit you preſently, and ther 
train of minims and followers. | 

Morgſe. Bar my doors! bar my doors! where are all my 
eaters? my mouths now? bar up my doors, you varlets. 

Epicene. He is a varlet that ſtirs to ſuch an office. Let 
'em ſtand open. I would ſee him that dares move his eycs 
toward heaven. Shall I have a barricado made againſt my 
friends, to be barr'd of any pleaſure they can bring in to 
me with honourable viſitation ? 

Moroſe. O Amazonian impudence ! 

True-wit. Nay faith, in this, Sir, ſhe ſpeaks but reaſon: 
and me-thinks is more continent than you. Would you 29 
to bed ſo preſently, Sir, afore noon? a man of your hea! 
and hair ſhould owe more to that reverend ceremony, and 
not mount the marriage-bed, like a town-hull, or a mou!- 
. tain-goat; but ſtay the due ſeaſon; and ſeaſon it then with 
religion and fear. Thoſe delights are to be ſteep'd in the 
humour, and ſilence of the night; and give the day to other 
open pleaſures, and jollities of feaſting, of muſic, of reve!s, 
of diſcourſe; we'll have all, fir, that may make your H. 
men high and happy. 

Moroſe. O, my torment! 

True-wit. Nay, if you indure the firſt half hour, Sir, ſo 
tediouſly, and with this irkſomeneſs; what comfort, or hope, 
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an this fair gentlewoman make to herſelf hereafter, in the 

*:- Ml confideration of {o many years as are to come 
wy Moroſe. Of my affliction. Good Sir, depart, and let her 
do it alone. 

True-wit. IJ have done, Sir. | - 

Mcroſe. That curſed barber! 

True-wit. (Yes faith, a curſed wretch indeed, Sir) 

Mcroſe. J have marricd his cittern, that's common to all 
men, Some plague, above the plague 

True-wit. (All Egypt's ten plagues.) 

Moroſe. Revenge me on him. 

True-wit. *Tis very well, Sir. If you laid on a curſe or 
wo more, I'll aſſure you he” Il bear em. As, that he may 
et the pox with ſeeking to cure it, Sir. Or, that while he 


for burning ſome male-bawd's lock, he may have his brain 
beat out with the curling iron. 

Moroſe. No, let the wretch live wretched. May he get 
the itch, and his ſhop ſo louſie, as no man dare come at 
bm, nor he come at no man. 

True-wit. (I, and if he would ſwallow all his balls for 
plls, let not them purge him.) 

Moroſe. Let his warming-pan be ever cold. 

True-wit. (A perpetual troſt underneath it, Sir.) 

Morsſe. Let him never hope to ſee fire again. 

True-wit. (But in hell, Sir.) 

Moroſe. His chairs be always empty, his ſciffars ruſt, and 
is combs mould in their caſes. 

True-wit. Very dreadful that! (And may he loſe the in- 
rention, Sir, of carving lanterns in paper.) 

Moreſe. Let there be no bawd carted that year, to em- 
ploy a baſon of his: but let him be glad to cat his ſponge 
or bread. 


The True-wit. And drink 1:tium to it, and much good to him. 
het Maroſe. Or tor want of bread 
wy: True-wit. Eat ear-wax, Sir, I'll help you. Or, draw his 


* teeth, and add them to the lute-ſtring. 
Morcſe. No, beat the old ones to powder, and make 
en to hem 
True-wit. (Yes, make, make meal o' the mill-ſtones, ) 
Moreſe.. May all the botches and burns that he has cur'd 
n others, break out upon him. 
G g 2 


5 curling another man's hair, his own may drop off. Or, 


2 
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True-wit. And he now forget the cure of 'em in himſeb, 
Sir; or, if he do remember it, let him ha' ſcrapp'd all his 


linen into lint for't, and have not a rag left him to ſet vy M 
with. Tr 
Moroſe. Let him never ſet up again, but have the gon: M 
in his hand for ever. Now, no more, Sir. creed 
True-wit. O that laſt was too high ſet! you might go les Tr 
with him i' faith, and be reveng'd enough: as, that he be not e 
never able to new-plant the pole | H, 
Moroſe. Good Sir, no more. I forgot myſelf. nage 
Truec-wit. Or, want credit to take up with a comb-ma- us! 
ker quar. 
Moroſe. No more, Sir. ing f 
True-wit. Or, having broken his glaſs in a former de- Ef 
ſpair, fall now into a much greater, of ever getting ano- ne k 
ther e both 
Moroſe. T beſeech you, no more. terta 
True-wit. Or, that he never be truſted with trimming of M 
any but chimney-ſweepers | | Es 
Moroſe. Sir vant 
True- wit. Or, may he cut a collier's throat with his raſor, He 
by Chance-medley, and be hang'd for't. bear, 
Moroſe. I will forgive him, rather than hear any more. M 

J beſeech you, Sir. if ſhe 
H, 

Ce 

S LC 6-N E vhs marr 

| ; | =. / 

DAW. MOROSE, EPICOENE, TRUE-WIT, HAUGHYY . 
TY, CENTAURE, MAVIS, TRUSTY. of ve 

H. 

Dau. THIS way, madam. T1 


Moroſe. O, the ſea breaks in upon me! anether flood upor 
an inundation! I ſhall be o' erwhelm'd with noiſe. It beat or tv 


already at my ſhores. I feel an earthquake in myſelf for ſurat 

Dau. Give me joy, miſtris. ſhall 

Moroſe. Has ſhe ſervants too? H. 

a Daw. I have brought ſome ladies heret T. 

e them ſee and know you. My lady Haughty, the chin! 
ſeverally as he N HE" 

my lady Centaure, miſtriſs Dol Mavis, mi your 


preſents them, 0.52 Ten %, my. lady Haughty's woman 
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Where's your huſband ? let's ſee him: can he endure no 
noiſe? let me come to him. | 

Moroſe. What nomenclator is this 

True-wit. Sir John Daw, Sir, your wife's ſervant, this. 

Morgsfe. A Daw, and her ſervant! O, tis decreed, tis de- 
creed of me, an' the have ſuch ſervants. 

True-wit. Nay, Sir, you muſt kiſs the ladies, you mutt 
not go away, now; they come toward you to ſeck you out. 

Haughty. I faith, maſter Moroſe, would you ſteal a mar- 
riage thus, in the midſt of ſo many friends, and not acquaint 
us! Well, PI kiſs you, notwithſtanding the juſtice of my 
quarrel : you ſhall give me leave, miſtriſs, to uſe a becom- 
ing familiarity with your huſband. 

Epicene. Your ladyſhip do's me an honour in it, to let 
me know he is ſo worthy your favour: as, you have done 


both him and me grace, to viſit ſo unprepar'd a pair to en- 


tertain you. | 

Moroſe. Complement ! complement! 

Epicæne. But I muſt lay the burden of that upon my ſer- 
vant here. 

Haughty. It ſhall not need, miftriſs Moraſe, we will al 
bear, rather than one ſhall be oppreſt. 

Morofſe. I know it : and you will teach her the faculty, 
if ſhe be to learn it. 

Haughty. Is this the filent woman ? 


Centaure. Nay, ſhe has found her tongue ſince ſhe was 


married, Maſter True-wit ſays. 
| Haughty. O, maſter True-wit ! ſave you. What kind of 
creature is your bride here! ſhe ſpeaks, me-thinks! 

True-wit. Yes, madam, believe it, ſhe is a gentlewomar. 
of very abſolute behaviour, and of a good race. 

Haughty. And Fack Daw told us, ſhe could not ſpeak. 

True-wit. So it was carried in plot, madam, to put her 
upon this old fellow, by Sir Dauphine, his nephew, and one 
or two more of us: but ſhe is a woman of an excellent aſ- 
ſurance, and extraordinary happy wit and tongue. You 
ſhall ſee her make rare ſport with Daw ere night. 

Haughty. And he brought us to laugh at her. 

True-wit. That falls out often, madam, that he that 
thinks himſelf the maſter-wit, is the maſter-fool. I aſſure 
your ladyſhip ye cannot laugh at her. 

Haughty. No, we'll have her to the college: an' ſhe have 
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wit, ſhe ſhall be one of us! ſhall ſhe not, Centaure? we'll 
make her a collegiate. 

Centaure. Yes taith, Madam; and Mavis and the will 
ſet up a fide. 

True-wit, Believe it, madam, and miſtriſs Mavis, ſhe will 
ſuſtain her part. 

Mavis, I'll tell you that, when I have talk'd with her, 
and try'd her. 

Haughty. Uſe her very civilly, Mavis. 

Mavis. So I will, madam. 

Moraſe. Bleiled minute! that they would whiſper thus e- 
ver! 

True-wit. In the mean time, madam, would but your la- 
dyſhip help to vex him a little: you know his diſeaſe, talk 
to him about the wedding ceremonies, or call for your 
gloves, or 

Haughty. Let me alone. 
bridegroom, where are you? 

Moroſe. O, it was too miraculouſly good to laſt! 

Haughty. We ſee no enſigns of a wedding here; no cha- 
racter of a bride-ale : where be your ſkarves and our gloves! 
I pray you, give em us. Let's know your bride's colouts, 
and yours at leaſt. 

Centaure. Alas, madam, he has provided none. 

Moroſe. Had I known your ladyſhip's painter I would. 

Haughty. He has given it you, Centaure, i' faith. But do 
you hear, Mr. Moroſe, a jeſt will not abſolve you in thi; 
manner. You that have ſuck'd the milk of the court, and 
from thence have been brought up to the very ſtrong meats 
and wine of it; been a courtier from the biggen to the night- 
cap, (as we may ſay;) and you to offend in ſuch a high 
point of ceremony as this! and let your nuptials want a] 
marks of ſolemnity! How much plate have you loſt to-day 
(if you had but regarded your profit,) what gifts, what 
friends, thro' your mere ruſticity 

Meoroſe. Madam 

Haughty Pardon me, Sir, I muſt inſinuate your errors to 
you. No gloves? no garters ? no ſkarves? no Epithalami- 
um? no maſque ? : 

Daw. Yes, madam, I'll make an Epithalamium, I promiſe 
my miſtriſs, I have begun it already: will your ladyſivp 
hear it ? 


Centaure, help me. Maſter 
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Hinghty. I, good Jack Daw. 

Maroſe. Will it pleaſe your ladyſhip command a cham- 
ber, and be private with your friend? 2 ſhall have your 
choice of rooms to retire after: my whole houſe is yours, 
| know it hath been your ladyſhip's errand, into the city, 
i other times, however now you have been unhappily di- 
cr, Noerted upon me: but I ſhall be loth to break any honour- 

able cuſtom of your ladyſhip's. And theretor, good ma- 
cam 
Epica ne. Come, you are a rude bridegroum, to entertain 
; 0. ldies of honour in this faſhion. 
Centaure. He is a rude groom indeed. 
4 Truc-wit. By that light you deſerve to be grafted, and 
ail. ve your'horns reach from one ſide of the iſland to the o- 
our Ather. Do not miſtake me, Sir, I but ſpeak this to give the 
dies ſome heart again, not for any malice to you. 
tet Morſe. Is this your Bravo, ladics ? 
Truc-wit. As God help me, if you utter ſuch another 
word, I'll take miſtriſs bride in, and begin to you in a ve- 
ha- fap cup; do you ſee? Go too, know your friends, and 
es? Nich as love you. 
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oht- Clerimont. BY your leave, ladies, do yon want any mu- 
nig e? I have brought you variety of noiſes. Play, Sirs, all 


bf you. f [Muſic of forts 
Morgſe, O, a plot, a plot, a plot, a plot, upon me! This 

ay I ſhall be their anvile to work on, they will grate me 

alunder, Tis worſe than the noiſe of a ſaw. 

Clerimont. No, they are hair, roſin, and guts. I can give 

ou the receipt. 

True-wit. Peace, boys, 

Clerimont. Play, I ſay. 

 True-wit, Peace, raſcals. You ſee who's your friend now, 

ir? take courage, put on a martyr's reſolution. Mock 

down all their attemptings with patience. Tis but a day, 
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and I would ſuffer heroically. Should an aſs exceed me 
in fortitude? No. You betray your infirmity with your 
hanging dull ears, and make them inſult: bear up braxtiy 
and conſtantly. Look you here, Sir, what honour is done 
you unexpected, by your nephew; a wedding dinner come, 
and a knight ſewer before it, for the more reputation: and 
fine Mrs. Otter, your neighbour, in the rump or tail of it, 

[ La-Foole paſſes over ſewing the meat, 

Moreſe. Is that Gordon, that Medſa come? Hide me, 
hide me. 

True-wit, I warrant you, Sir, ſhe will transform you. 
Look upon her with a good courage, Pray you entertain 
her, and conduct your gueſt in. No, miſtreſs bride, will 
you entreat in the ladies? your bridegroom is ſo thame- 
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fac'd, here, Ul thi 
2 Will it pleaſe your ladyſhip, madam Cler 
aughty. With the benefit of your company, miſtreſs, Tru 
Epicene. Servant, pray you perform your duties. nella 
Daw. And glad to be commanded, miſtreſs, mala 
Centaure. How like you her wit, Mavis? Ha 
Mavis. Very prettily, abſolutely well. 45 
Mrs. Otter. Tis my place. | Tru, 
Mavis. You ſhall pardon me, miſtreſs Otter. lande 
Mrs. Otter. Why, I am a collegiate. x 
Mavis. But not in ordinary. | "ip" 
Mrs. Otter. But I am. True 
Mavis. We'll diſpute that within. MK 
Clerimont. Would this had laſted a little longer. ee him 
True-wit. And that they had ſent for the heralds. Captain » 
Otter, what news ? = oy 
Otter. T have brought my bull, bear, and horſe, in pri-W 144. 
vate, and yonder are the trumpeters without, and the drum, un clir 
gentlemen. | in fie 
[The drum and the \trumpets ſound Nadler's 

Moroſe. O, O, O! r 
Otter. And we will have a rouſe in each of them, anon, Daup 
for bold Britons, i' faith. Trac. 
Moroſe. o.U, O! mar, If 
All. Follow, follow, follow. utant]: 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


TRUE- WIT, CLERIMONT, DAU PEINE. 


Tru. W As there ever poor bridegroom ſo tormented? 
or man indeed ? 

Clerimont. J have not read of the like in the Chronicles of 
the land. 

True-wit. Sure, he cannot but go to place of reſt, after 
all this purgatory. | 

Clerimont. He may preſume it, I think. 

True-wit. The ſpitting, the coughing, the laughter, the 
neeſing, the farting, dancing, noiſe of the muſic, and her 
naſculine and loud commanding, and urging the whole fa- 
nily, makes him think he has married a Fury. 

Clerimont. And ſhe carries it up bravely. 

True-wit. I, ſhe takes any occafion to ſpeak: that's the 
beight on't. 

Clerimont. And how ſoberly Dauphine labours to ſatisfy 
lim, that it was none of his plot! 

True-wit. And has almoſt brought him to the faith, i' the 
uticle. Here he comes, Where 1s he now ? what's become 
of him, Dauphine ? 

Daupbine. O, hold me up a little, I ſhall go away i' the 
eſt elſe. He has got on his whole neſt of night-caps, and 
bock d himſelf up i' the top o the houſe, as high as ever he 
an climb from the noiſe. I peep'd in at a crany, and ſaw 
im ſitting over a croſs beam o' the roof, like him o' the 
adler's horſe in Fleet-ſtreet, upright : and he will fleep there. 

Clerimont. But where are your collegiates ? 

Daupbine. With-drawn with the bride in private. 

True-wit. O, they are inſtructing her i' the college-gram- 
ve If ſhe have grace with him, ſhe knows all their ſecrets 
uſtantly. | | 

7 Me- thinks, the lady Haughty looks well to day, 
for all my diſpraiſe of her i' the morning, I think, I ſhall 
me about to thee again, — 00 
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True-wit. Believe it, I told you right. Women ought to in t. 
repair the loſſes, time and years have made i' their features, 
with dreſſings. And an intelligent woman, if ſhe know by cha 
herſelf the leaſt defect, will be moſt curious to hide it: and Pral 
it becomes her. If ſhe be ſhort, let her fit much, leſt when take 
ſhe ſtands, ſhe be thought to fit. If ſhe have an ill foot, C 
let her wear her gown the longer, and her ſhoe the thinner, 
If a fat hand, and ſcald nails, let her carve the leſs, and act oft-t 


in gloves. If a ſowre breath, let her never diſcourſe faſt- have 
ing, and always talk at her diſtance. If ſhe have black and tho 
rugged teeth, let her offer the leſs at laughter, eſpecially if and 
the laugh wide and open. Cl 
Clerimont. O, you ſhall have ſome women, when they T 
laugh, you would think they bray'd, it is ſo rude and If ye 


True-wit. I, and others, that will ſtalk i' the gate like an Ml © fa 
Eſirich, and take huge ſtrides. I cannot endure ſuch a fight, 


I love meaſure i' the feet, and number i' the voice: they are heig] 
gentleneſſes, that oftentimes draw no leſs than the face. tear 

Dauphine. How cam'ſt thou to ſtudy theſe creatures ſo er- e 
actly? I would thou would'ſt make me a proficient. tho“ 

True-wit. Yes, but you muſt leave to live i' your cham- It va 
ber then a month together upon Amadis de Gaul, or Dor en 
Quixote, as you are wont; and come abroad where the mat- be ſe 
ter is frequent, to court, to tiltings, public ſhows, and feaſts, Wag 


to plays, and church ſometimes : thither they come to ſhev 
their new tyres too, to ſee, and to be ſeen. In theſe pla- Frenc 


ces a man ſhall find whom to love, whom to play with, glaſs, 
whom to touch once, whom to hold ever. The variety a- "© 
reſts his judgment. A wench to pleaſe a man comes not _-_ , 
down dropping from the cieling, as he lies on his back dron - au 
ing a tobacco-pipe. He muſt go where ſhe is. ve. g 

Dauphine. Ves, and be never the nearer. . 40 


True-wit. Qut heretic. The difference makes thee wor- 
thy it ſhould be ſo. unlue 


| R fts | 
Clerimont. He ſays true to you, Dauphine. dl 
Danphine. Why? af 


True-wit, A man ſhould not doubt to overcome any wo- 
man. Think he can vanquith 'em, and he ſhall: for tho 
they deny, their deſire is to be tempted. Penelope herlelt 
cannot hold out long. Oftend, you ſaw, was taken at laſt. 
You muſt perſevere, and hold to your purpoſe. They would 
ſollicite us, but that they are afraid. Howſoever, they wil 


excel] 
great 
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in their hearts we ſhould ſollicit them. Praiſe 'em, flatter 
| 'em, you ſhall never want eloquence or truſt : even the 
þ chaſteſt delight to feel themſelves that way rub'd. With 

| praiſes you muſt mix kiſſes too. If they take them, they'll 


nd 
or take more, Tho? they ſtrive, they would be overcome. 
Clerimont. O, but a man muſt beware of force. 

ot, e . : 

r True-wit. It is to them an acceptable violence, and has 
act oft-times the place of the greateſt courteſy. She that might 


al. have been forc'd, and you let her go free without touching, 


tho' then ſhe ſeem to thank you, will ever hate you after; 
pit and glad i' the face, is aſſuredly fad at the heart. 
Cleri mont. But all women are not to be taken always. 

True-wit. Tis true; no more than all birds, or all fiſhes. 
If you appear learned to an ignorant wench, or jocund to 
a fad, or witty to a fooliſh, why ſhe preſently begins to 
ht, miſtruſt herſelf. You muſt approach them i' their own 
7 height, their own line; for the contrary makes many that 
fear to commit themſelves to noble and worthy fellows, run 
into the embraces of a raſcal. If ſhe love wit, give verſcs, 
tho' you borrow em of a friend, or buy em, to have good. 
If valour, talk of your ſword, and be trequent in the men- 
Dor! tion of quarrels, tho* you be ſtaunch in fighting. If activity, 
be ſeen o' your Barbary often, or leaping over ſtools, for the 
at; credit of your back. If the love good clothes or dreſſing, 
have your learned council about you every morning, your 


wi French taylor, barber, linener, etc. Let your powder, your 
ith, gla6, and your comb be your deareſt acquaintance. Take 
7 ar- more care for the ornament of your head, than the ſafety ; 
not £0d with the common-wealth rather troubled, than a hair 
ron- about you. That will take her. Then if the be covetous 


and craving, do you promiſe any thing, and perform ſpar- 
ingly; ſo ſhall you keep her in appetite ſtill. Seem as you 
would give, but be like a barren field, that yields little; or 
unlucky dice to fooliſh and hoping gameſters. Let your 
gifts be flight and dainty, rather than precious. Let cunning 
be above coſt. Give cherries at time of year, or apricots z 
and ſay they were ſent you out of the country, tho' you 
bought 'em in Cheapſide. Admire her tires; like her in ail 
faſhions; compare her in every habit to ſome deity; invent 
excellent dreams to flatter her, and riddles; or, it ſhe be a 
great one, perform always the ſecond part to her; like what 
ſhe likes, praiſe whom ſhe praiſes, and fail not to make 
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the houſhold and ſervants yours, yea the whole family, and 
ſalute 'em by their names, ('tis but light coſt, if you can 
purchaſe 'em ſo) and make your phyſician her penſioner, 
and her chief woman. Nor will it be ont of your gain to 
make love to her too, ſo the follow, not uſher her lady's 
ple1ſure. All blabbing is taken away, when ſhe comes to 
be a part of the crime. 

Dauphine, On what courtly lap haſt thou late ſlept, to come 
forth ſo ſudden and abſolute a courtling ? 

True-wit. Good faith, I ſhould rather queſtion you, that 
are ſo hearkning after theſe myſteries. I begin to ſuſpec 
your diligence, Dauphine. Speak, art thou in love in ear- 
neſt ; | 
Dauphine. Yes by my troth am I; 'twere ill diſſembling 
before thee. 

True-wit, With which of 'em, I pr'y thee? 

Dauphine. With all the collegiates. 

Clerimont. Out on thee. We'll keep you at home, beliere 
it, i' the ſtable, an' you be ſuch a ſtallion. 

True-wit. No; I like him well. Men ſhould love wiſely, 
and all women; ſome one for the face, and let her pleaſe 
the eye; another for the ſkin, and let her pleaſe the touch; 
a third for the voice, and let her pleaſe the ear; and where 
the objects mix, let the ſenſes ſo too. Thou would' ſ think 
it ſtrange, if I ſhould make em all in love with thee afore 

night! 

Dauphine. I would ſay, thou hadſt the beſt Philtre i' the 
world, and couldſt do more than madam Medea, or docto 
Foreman. 

True-wit. If T do not, let me play this mountebank for 
my meat while I live, and the bawd for my drink. 

Davphine. So be it, I ſay. 
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OTTER, CLERIMONT, DAW, DAUPHINE, MO 
ROSE, TRUE-WIT, LA-FOOLE, Mrs. OT TER. 


zOtter. O L ORD, gentlemen, how my knights and 
have miſt you here! 
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Clerimont. Why, captain, what ſervice? what ſervice? 
Otter. To ſee me bring up my bull, bear, and horſe to 
fight. a 
* Yes faith, the captain ſays we ſhall be his dogs to 
bait em. : 
Dauphine. A good employment. | 
True-wit. Come on, let's ſce your courſe then. 1 
La-Foole. T am afraid my couſin will be offended if ſhe | 
come. 
Otter. Be afraid of nothing. Gentlemen, I have plac'd 
the drum and the trumpets, and one to give 'em the ſign 
when you are ready. Here's my bull for myſelf, and my 
bear ſor Sir Jchu Daw, and my horſe for Sir Amorous. Now 
ling ſet your foot to mine, and yours to his, and 
La-Foole. Pray God my couſin come not. 
Otter. Saint George and ſaint Andrew! Fear no couſins, 
Come, ſound, ſound. Et rauco ſirepuerunt cornua cantr. 
leve True-wit, Well ſaid, captain, i' faith; well fought at the 
bull. 2 30 
Cleri mont. Well held at the bear. 
True-wit. Low, low, captain. 
Dauphine. O, the horſe has kickt off his dog already. 
La-Foole. I cannot drink it, as I am a knight. 
True-wit. Gods ſo, oft with his ſpurs, ſome-body. 
La-Foole. It goes againſt my conſcience. My couiin will 
be angry with it. | | 
Daw. IT ha' done mine. | 
True-wit. You fought high and fair, Sir John. C 
Clerimont. At the hœad. 4 
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Dauphine. Like an excellent bear-dog. 

Clerimont. You take no notice of the buſineſs, I hope. 

Daw. Not a word, Sir; you ſee we are jovial. 

Otter. Sir Amorons, you muſt not equivocate. It muſt be 
pull'd down, for all my couſin. _ 

Clerimont. *Sfoor, if you take not your drink, they'll think 
you are diſcontented with ſomething; you'll betray all, if 101 


ar 0M 791 take the leaſt notice. | 218 10 
7 La-Foole. Not I, I'll both drink and talk then. 5 5 
R. Otter. You muſt pull the horſe on his knees, Sir Amororns ; ' 14 | 
fear no couſins. Fafa eſt alen. 1 ik | 
and True-wit. O, now he's in his vein, and bold. The leaſt | i 
' BE 
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hint given him of his wife now, will make him rail deſpe. 
A | ; 

Clerimont. Speak to him of her. 

Truc-wft. Do you, and I'll fetch her to the hearing of it. 

Dauphine. Captain he-9t:er, your ſhe-0tter is coming, your 
wife. 
nature. I confeſs, gentlemen, I have a cook, a laundreßs, 
a houſe-drudge, that ſerves my neceſſary turns, and gots 
under that title: but he's an aſs that will be ſo uxorious to 
tie his affections to one circle. Come, the name dulis ap- 
petite. Here replcnith again; another bout. Wives ate 
naſty ſluttiſli animals. | 

Dauphine. O, captain. 

Otter. As ever the earth bare, fribus verbis. Where's ma- 

ſter True-wit ? IE 

Dew. He's ſlipt aſide, Sir. 

Clerimont. But you muſt drink and be jovial. 

Daw. Yes, give it me. 

La-Feodle. And me too. 

Daw. Let's be jovial. 

La-Foole. As jovial as you will. 

Otter. Agreed. Now you ſhall ha' the bear, couſin, and 
Sir Jahn Daw the horſe, and I'll ha' the bull ſtill. Sound 
Tritons o' the Thames. Nunc eſt bibendum, nunc pede liber. — 

Morgſe. Villains, murderers, ſons of the earth, and trai- 
tors, what do you there? 

[Moroſe ſpcake from above, the trumpets ſcunding. 

Clerimont. O, now the trumpets have wak'd him, we ſhall 
have his company. 

Giter. A wite is a ſcurvy Cl:ygdogdo, an unlucky thing, 2 
very {orefaid bear-whelp, without any good faſhion or brecd- 
ing; mala beſtia. | 

His wife is brought out to hear bin. 

Dauphine. Why did you marry one then, captain? 

Otter. A pox I marricd with fix thouſand pound, I. 
I was in love with that. I ha' nut kiſt my fury theſe toity 
weeks. - | 

Clerimont. The more to blame you, captain. 

Truc-wit. Nay, Mrs. Otter, hear him a little firſt. 


£ — She has a breath worſe than my grandmother's r- 


Mas 
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Mrs. Otter. O treacherous har. Kiſs me, ſweet maſter 
True-wit, and prove him a ſlandering knave. 

Truc-wit. I'll rather believe you, lady. 

Otter. And ſhe has a perruke, that's like a pound of hemp, 
made up in ſhoe-threeds | 

Mrs. Otter. O viper, mandrake! 

Otter. A moſt vile face! andyet ſhe ſpends me forty pound 
2 year in Mercury and hogs bones. All her teeth were 
made i' the Black Friers, both her eye-brows i' the Strand, 
and her hair in Silver-ſtreet. Every part i' the town owns a 
piece of her. 

Mrs. Otter. I cannot hold. 

Otter. She takes herſelf aſunder ſtill when ſhe goes to bed, 
into ſome twenty boxes; and about next day noon is put 
together again, like a great German clock; and ſo comes 
forth, and rings a tedious larum to the whole houſe, and 
then is quiet again for an hour, but for her quarters. Ha" 
you done me right, gentlemen ? 

Mrs. Otter. No, Sir, I'll do you right with my quarters, 
with my quartefs. 


[ She falls upon him, and beats him. 


Otter. O, hold, princeſs, 

True-wit. Sound, ſound. 

Clerimont. A battle, a battle. 

Mrs. Otter. You notorious ſtinkardly bearward, does my 
breath ſmell ? . 

Otter. Under correction, dear princeſs. Look to my bear 
and horſe, gentlemen. 
Mrs. Otter. Do I want teeth, and eye-brows. thou bull- 
dog ? | 

True-wit. Sound, Tound ſtill. 

Ctter. No; I proteſt, under correction ? | 

Mrs. Otter. I, now you are under correction, you pro- 
teſt: but you did not proteſt under correction, Sir. Thou 
Judas, to offer to betray thy princeſs! I'll make thee an ex- 
ample 


[Moroſe deſcends with a long ſword. * 


Moroſe. I will have no ſuch examples in my houſe, lady 
Otter. | 


Mrs. Otter. Ah 
Moroſe. Mrs. Mary Ambree, your examples are dangerous. 


Rogues, hell-hounds, Stentors, out of my doors, you ſons © 
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of noiſe and tumult, begot on an ill May-day, or when the 
gally-foiſt is afloat to Veſtminſter! A trumpeter could not be 
conceiv'd but then. 
Dauphine. What ails you, Sir ? a 
Meroſe. They have rent my roof, walls, and all my win- ch: 
dos aſunder, with their brazen throats. 


True -wit. Beſt follow him, Dauphinc. 8 
Dauphine. So I will. 80⁰ 
Clerim:nt. Where's Daw and La- Foole? | : 
Otter. They are both run away, Sir. Good gentlemen, uſe 
help to pacify my princeſs, and ſpeak to the great ladies for . 
me. Now mult I go lie with the bears this fortnight, and 
keep out o' the way, till my peace be made, for this ſcan- os 3 


dal ſhe has taken. Did you not ſee my bull-head, gentle- 
men ? 
Clerimont. Ts't not on, captain ? him 


True-wit. No: but he may make a new one, by that is 4 
on. 

Otter. O, here tis. An' you come over, gentlemen, and MW * 
aſk for Tom Otter, we'll go down to Ratclif,, and have a K 
courſe i“ faith, for all theſe diſaſters. There is bona /pes left. and 

True-wit. Away, captain, get off while you are well. | - 

Clerimont. I am glad we are rid of him. | 

True-wit. You had never been, unleſs we had put his tam 
wife upon him. His humour is as tedious at laſt, as it was N 
ridiculous at firſt. | | E 
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HAUGHTY, Mrs. OTTER, MAVIS, DAW, LA. ae? 
 FOOLE, CENTAURE, EPICOENE, TRUE-WIT: Ce 
CLERIMONT. 


 Harghty. WE wonder'd why you ſhriek'd ſo, Mrs. Otter. 

Mrs. Otter. O God, madam, he came down with a huge 
long naked weapon in both his hands, and look'd fo dread- 
fully! Sure he's beſide himſelf. | 

Mavis. Why, what made you there, Mrs. Otter? 
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Mrs. Otter. Alas, Mrs. Mavis, I was chaſtiſing my ſub- 
je, and thought nothing of him. 

Daw. Faith, miſtreſs, you muſt do ſo too. Learn to 
chaſtiſe. Miſtriſs Otter corrects her huſband ſo, he dares not 
ſpeak, but under correction. 

La-Foole. And with his hat off to her: 'twould do you 
good to ſee. 

Haughty. Tu ſadneſs, tis good and mature counſel; prac- 
tiſe it, Moroſe. I'll call you Moryſe ſtill now, as I call Cen- 
faure and Mavis ; we four will be all one. 

ants And you'll come to the college, and live with 
us! | 
Haughty. Make him give milk and honey. 

Mavis. Look how you manage him at firſt, you ſhall have 
him ever after. | 

Centaure. Let him allow you your coach and four horſes, 
your woman, your chamber-maid, your page, your gentle- 
man-uſher, your French cook, and four grooms. 

Haughty. And go with us to Bedlam, to the China houſes, 
and to the Exchange. 9 
Centaure, It will open the gate to your fame. 

Haug hty. Here's Centaure has immortaliz'd herſelf, with 
taming of her wild male. 

Mavis. I, ſhe has done the miracle of the kingdom. 

Epicene. But, ladies, do you count it lawful to have ſuch 
plurality of ſervants, and do em all graces ? 

Haughty. Why not? Why ſhould women coup their fa- 
vours to men? Are they the poorer, or the worſe ! 

Daw. Is the Thames the leſs for the dyers water, miſtreſs ? 

La-Foole. Or a torch, for lighting many torches ? ; 

Trae-wit. Well ſaid, La- Foole, what a new one he has 


Centaure. They are empty loſſes women fear in this kind. 

Haughty. Beſides, ladies ſhould be mindful of the approach 
of age, and let no time want his due uſe. The beſt of our 
days paſs firſt. 

Mavis. We are rivers, that cannot be call'd back, ma- 
dam: ſhe that now concludes her lovers, may live to lie a 
torſaken beldam, in a frozen bed. 

Centaure. Tis true, Mavis: and who will wait on us to 
coach then? or write, or tell us the news then? make Ana- 
trams of our names, and invite us to the cock-pit, and kiſs 
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our hands all the play-time, and draw their weapons for our 
honours ? 

Haughty. Not one. 

Daw. Nay, my miſtriſs is not altogether unintelligent of 
theſe things; here be in preſence have taſted of her favours, 

Clerimont. What a neighing hobby-horſe is this! 

Epica ne. But not with intent to boaſt 'em again, ſervant, 
And have you thoſe excellent receits, madam, to keep your- 
ſelves from bearing of children? : 

Haughty. O yes, Moroſe: how ſhould we maintain our 
youth and beauty elſe? Many births of a woman make her 
old, as many crops make the earth barren. 


= 


SCENE IT 


| 2A / 2 

MOROSE, DAUPHINE, TRUE WIT, EPICOENFE, 
CLERIMONT, DAW, HAUGHTY, LA-FO OLE, 
CEN TAURE, MAIS, Mrs. OTTER, TRUST I. 


Morgſe. O My curſed angel, that inſtructed me to this 
fate. 

Dauphine. Why, Sir ? 

Moroſe. That I ſhonld be ſeduc'd by ſo fooliſh a devil as 
2 barber will make! 

Dauphine. 1 would I had been worthy, Sir, to have par- 
taken your counſel; you ſhould never have truſted it to ſuch 
a miniſter, | | 

Myoroſe. Would I could redeem it with the loſs of an eye 
(nephew), a hand, or any other member. 

Dauphine. Marry, God forbid, Sir, that you ſhould geld 
yourſelf, to anger your wife. 

Moraſe. So it would rid me of her! and, that I did ſupe- 
rerogatory penance in a belfry at Weſtminſter-hall, i' the Cock- 
pit, at the fall of a ſtag, the Tower-wharf, (what place is 
there elſe?) London-bridge, Paris-Garden, Bilings-gate, when 
the noiſes are at their height, and loudeſt. Nay, I would 
ſit out a play, that were nothing but ſights at ſea, drum, 
trumpet, and target! | | 

Dauphine. I hope there (hall be no ſuch need, Sir. Take 


— — — — œIœãũͤ— —— — —ę — 


THE SILENT WOMAN. 251 


patience, good uncle. This is but a day, and 'tis well worn 
too now. | 

Moroſe. O, *twill be ſo for ever, nephew, I foreſee it, 
for ever. Strife and tumult are the dowry that comes with 
a wife. | 

Truc-wit. I told you ſo, Sir, and you would not believe 
me. 

Moraſe. Alas, do not rub thoſe wounds, maſter True-wit, 
to blood again: twas my negligence. Add not affliction 
to aſfliction. I have perceiv'd the effect of it, too late, in 
madam Otter. 

Epicene. How do you, Sir? 

Moroſe. Did you ever hear a more unneceſſary queſtion ? 
As if ſhe did not fee! Why, I do as you ſee, empreſs, em- 
refs. 

: Epicæ ne. You are not well, Sir! you look very ill! Some- 
thing has diſtemper'd you. 

Moroſe. O horrible, monſtrous impertinences ? Would 
not one of theſe have ſerv'd, do you think, Sir? Would not 
one of theſe have ſerv'd ? 

True-wit. Yes, Sir ? but theſe are but notes of female 
kindneſs, Sir; certain tokens that the has a voice, Sir. 

Moroſe. O, is't ſo? Come, and be no otherwile 
What ſay you ? | 

Epicene. How do you feel yourſelf, Sir? 

Moroſe. Again that! 

True-wit. Nay, look you Sir, you would he friends with 
your wife upon unconſcionable terms; her ſilence — 

Epicene. They ſay you are run mad, Sir. 

Moroſe. Not tor love, I aſſure you, of you; do you ſee ? 

Epicene. O Lord, gentlemen ! Lay hold on him, for 
God's fake. What ſhall I do? Who's his phyſician (can 
you tell) that knows the ſtate of his body beſt, that I might 
ſend for him? Good Sir, ſpeak; I'll ſend for one of my doc- 
tors elſe. 

Moroſe. What, to poiſon me, that I might die inteſtate, 
and leave you poſſeſt of all? 

Epicene. Lord, how idly he talks, and how his eyes ſpar- 
kle ! He looks green about the temples! Do you ſee what 
blue ſpots he has! 8 

Clerimont. I, it's melancholy. | 

Epicæne. Gentlemen, for heaven's ſake, counſel me. La- 

Iis | 


E * 
— 2 q =" « _—_— - , > 5 - R. wa mo «Ir 
\ ** 2 A x > Ws... os — A 2 4 IF . — — 5 SET 
was * £5 om IO 2 — _— 1 3 on — 7 8 — . 
— 4 * - * — 8 4 


— EPICOENE: OR, 


dies! ſervant, you have read Pliny and Paracelſus ; ne'er a 
word now to comfort a young gentlewoman ? Ay me! what 
fortune had I to marry a diſtracted man ? 


Daw. I'Il tell you, miſtreſs 

True-wit. How rarely ſhe holds it up! 

Epicæne. What will you tell me, ſervant? 

Daw. The diſeaſe in Greek is called Maviz, in Latin, 
Infania, furor, Tel ecſtaſis melancholica, that is, egreſſio, when 
a man ex melancholico evadit fanatics. 

Moreſe. Shall I have a lecture read upon me alive? 

Daw, But he may be but phreneticus yet, miſtreſs; and 
phreneticus is only delirium, or ſo. | 

Epicœne. I, that is for the diſeaſe, ſervant ; but what is 
this to the cure? We are ſure enough of the diſeaſe. 

Moreſe. Let me go. 

True-wit. Why, we'll intreat her to hold her peace, Sir. 

Morcſe. O, no; labour not to ſtop her. She is like a 
conduit-pipe, that will guſh out with more force when ſhe 
OPENS again. | 

Haughty. I'll tell you, Moręſe, you. muſt talk divinity to 
him altogether, or moral philoſophy. 

La-Foole. I, and there is an excellent book of moral phi- 
loſophy, madam, of Naynard the fox, and all the beaſts, 
call'd Done's philoſophy. 

Centaure. There is indeed, Sir Amorous La-Foole. 

Moroſe. O miſery ! Es | 

La-Foole, J have read it, my lady Centaure, all over to 
my couſin here. 

Mrs. Otter. I, and 'tis a very good book as any is, of the 
moderns. 

Daw. Tut, he muſt have Seneca read to him, and Pl 
tarch, and the ancients; the moderns are not for this diſ- 
eaſe. 

Clerimont. Why, you diſcommended them too, to-d:y, Sit 

obn. 

7 Daw. I, in ſome caſes: but in theſe they are beſt, and 
Ariftotle's Ethics. 

Maris. Say you fo, Sir John? I think you are deceived; 
vou took it upon truſt. 

Haug hty. Where's Truſty, my woman! I'Il end this diffe- 
rence. I pr'y thee, Otter, cali her. Her father and mother 
were both mad, when they put her to me. i 

Mergſc. I think ſo. Nay, gentlemen, I am tame. This 
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but an exerciſe, I know, a marriage-ceremony, which I 
muſt endure. 

Haughty. And one of them (I know not which) was cured 
with the /ick man's ſalve ; and the other with Green's-groats- 
worth of wit. | 

True-wit. A very cheap cure, madam, 

Haughty. I, it's very feaſible, 

Mrs. Otter. My lady call'd for you, miſtreſs Truſty: you 
muſt decide a controverſy. 

Haughty. O, Truſty, which was it you ſaid, your father, 
or your mother, that was cur'd with the ſick man's ſalve ? 

Truſty. My mother, madam, with the ſalve. 

True-wit. Then it was the ſick woman's ſalve, 

Truſty. And my father with the groats-worth of wit. But 
there was other means us'd: we had a preacher that would 
preach folk aſleep ſtill; and ſo they were preſcrib'd to go to 
church, by an old woman that was their phyſician, thrice a 
week 

Epicene. To ſleep ? 

Truſty. Yes, forſooth: and every night they read them- 
ſelves aſleep on thoſe books. 

Epicene. Good faith, it ſtands with great reaſon. I would 
I knew where to procure thoſe books. | | 

Moraſe. O! . 

La-Foole. I can help you with one of 'em, miſtreſs Moraſe, 
the groats-worth of wit. 4 

Epicæne. But I ſhall disfurniſh you, Sir Amorous : can you 
ſpare it: | 

La-Foole. O yes, for a week, or ſo; I'll read it myſelf to 
tim, 

Epicæ ne. No, I muſt do that, Sir; that muſt be my office. 

Morsſe. Oh, oh! 

Epicæne. Sure he would do well enough, if he could leep. 

Moreſe. No, I ſhould do well enough, if you could legp. 
Have I no friend, that will make her drunk, or give her a 
little laudanum, or opium? / 

True-wit. Why, Sir, ſhe talks ten times worſe in her ſleep, 

Moroſe. How! 

\ ode Do you not know that, Sir; never ceaſes all 
night, | 

True-wit. And ſnores like a Porcpiſce. 

Moroſe. O, redeem me, fate; redeem me, fate. For how 
many cauſes may a man be divorc'd, nephew ? | 
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Dauphine. T know not, truly, Sir. E 
True-wit. Some divine muſt reſolve you in that, Sir, or ¶ {cnt 
canon-lawyer, C 


Moreſe. I will not reſt, I will not think of any other hope N ladi. 


er comfort, till I know. T 
Clerimont. Alas, poor man! | Cl 
True-wit. You'll make him mad indeed, ladies, if you em 

purſue this. 


Haugbiy. No, we'll let him breathe now, a quarter of an 
hour, or ſo. 

Clerimont. By my faith, a large truce. | 

Haughty. Is that his keeper, that is gone with him? (LI 

Daw. It is his nephew, madam. 

La- Fool e. Sir Dauphine Eugenie. 

Centaure. He looks like a very pitiful knight 

Daw. As can be. This marriage has put him out of all. 

La-Foole. He has not a penny in his purſe, madam —— 

Daw. He is ready to cry all this day. 

La-Foole. A very ſhark; he ſet me i' th' nick t'other night 
at Primero. 

True-wit. How theſe ſwabbers talk ! | 

Clerimont. I, Otter's wine has ſwell'd their humours above 
a ſpring-tide. : 

Haughty. Good Moergſe, let's go in again. I like your 
couches exceeding well; we'll go lic and talk there. 

Epicene. I wait on you, madam. 

True-wit. slight, I will have 'em as ſilent as figns, and 
their poſts too, ere I ha! done. Do you hear, lady bride? 
J pray thee now, as thou art a noble wench, continue this 
diſcourſe of Dauphine within; but praiſe him exceedingly; 
magnify him with all the height of affection thou canſt; ( 
have ſome purpoſe in't) and but beat off theſe two rooks, 

ack Daw and his fellow, with any diſcontentment hither, 
and I'll honour thee for ever. 

Epica ne. 1 vas about it here. Tt angred me to the ſou, 
to hear 'em begin to talk ſo malepert. 

True-wit. Pray thce perform it, and thou winn'ſt me an 
idolater to thee everlaſting. 

Epicæne. Will you go in, and hear me do it? 

Trae-wit. No, I'll ſtay here. Drive 'em out of your com- 
pany, 'tis all I aſk; which cannot be any way better done, 
than by catolling Dauphine, whom they have ſo lighted. 
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Epicene. I warrant you: you ſhall expect one of em pre 
ſently. a 
8 24 What a caſt of caſtrils are theſe, to hawk after 
ope ladies thus ? | 
True-wit. I, and ſtrike at ſuch an eagle as Dauphine. 
Clerimont. He will be mad, when we tell him. Here he 
you comes. | 


rn. 
CLERIMONT, TRUE-WIT, DAUPHINE, DAW, 
LA-FOOLE. 
all. Clerimont. O Sir, you are welcome. 
DER True-wit. Where's thine uncle ? 
Dauphine. Run out o' doors, in's night-caps, to talk with 
ight WW Caſuiſt about his divorce. It works admirably. 


True-wit. You would'ſt ha' ſaid ſo, an' thou hadſt been 
here! the ladies have laugh'd at thee moſt comically, fince 
thou went'ſt, Dauphine. 

Clerimont. And aſkt, if thou wert thine uncle's keeper. 
True-wit. And the brace of baboons anſwer'd, Yes, and 
aid, thou wert a pitiful poor fellow, and didſt live upon 
poſts, and hadſt nothing but three ſuits of apparel, and ſome 
few benevolences that the lords ga' thee to fool to em, and 
wagger, 


this W Dauphine. Let me not live, I'll beat em; I'll bind 'em 
gly; Woth to grand madams bed-poſts, and have em bated with 
; (1 Ponkeys. | 

oks, MW True-wit. Thou ſhalt not need, they ſhall be beaten to 


hy hand, Dauphine. J have an execution to ſerve upon em, 
| warrant thee ſhall ſerve; truſt my plot. 

Dauphine. I, you have many plots! So you had one, to 
nake all the wenches in love with me. : 

True-wit. Why, if I do not yet afore night, as near as 
us, and that they do not every one invite thee, and be rea- 
ly to ſearch for thee, take the mortgage of my wit. 
Clerimont. * Foxe God, I'll be his witneſs; thou ſhalt have 


„ Dauphine thou ſhalt be his fool for ever, if thou doſt 
ot, 
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True-wit: Agreed. Perhaps twill be the better eſtate. 
Do you obſerve this gallery, or rather lobby indeed? Here 
are a couple of ſtudies, at each end one: here will I at Ml 2 
ſuch a Tragicomedy between the Guelphs and the Ghibellines, 
Daw and La- Foole which of em comes out firſt, will in 
ſeize on : (you ſhall be the Chorus behind the Arras, and 


py 


whip out between the Acts, and ſpeak.) If I do not make ta 
'em keep the peace for this remnant of the day, if not of fl w 
the year, I have fail'd once I hear Daw coming: hide, WM 
and do not laugh, for God's ſake. 
Daw. Which is the way into the garden, trow ? 
True-wit. O, Jack Daw! I am glad I have met with you. WM thi 
In good faith, I muſt have this matter go no further between Ml to 
you: I muſt ha' it taken up. wo 
Daw. What matter, Sir? Between whom ? Ih 
True-wit. Come, you diſguiſe it, Sir Amorous and you. ke! 
If you love me, Jack, you ſhall make uſe of your philoto-W god 


hy now, for this once, and deliver me your ſword. This ne 
is not the wedding the Centaures were at, though there be you 
a ſhe-one here. The bride has intreated me I will ſee no WM rac 
blood ſhed at the bridal; you ſaw her whiſper me ere-while. W ney 
Daw. As I hope to finiſh Tacitus, JI intend no murder. his 
True-wit. Do you not wait for Sir Amorous ? I 
Daw. Not I, By my knighthood. 7 
True-wit. And your ſcholarſhip too ? L 
Daw. And my ſcholarſhip too. 7 
True-wit, Go to, then I return you your ſword, and aſk D 
your mercy; but put it not up, for you will be affaulted. 1 T 
underſtood that you had apprehended it, and walkt here to take 
brave him; and that you had held your life contemptible, D 
in regard of your honour. | 
"Daw. No, no; no ſuch thing, I aſſure you. He and I him; 
parted now, as good friends as could be. | 
True-wit. Truſt not you to that viſor. I ſaw him fince ¶ 9th, 
dinner with another face: I have known many men in my D, 
time vex'd with loſſes, with deaths, and with abuſes; but man. 
ſo offended a wight as Sir Amorous, did J never ſee or read Ty 
of. For taking away his gueſts, Sir, to-day, that's the cauſe; ¶ to my 
aud he declares it behind your back with ſuch threatning WM fuch 
and contempts He ſaid to Dauphine, you were the cr; berds 
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Dau. I, he may ſay his pleaſure. 

True-wit. And ſwears, you are ſo proteſted a coward, that 
he knows you will never do him any manly or ſingle right; 
and therefor he will take his courſe. | 

Daw. I'll give him any ſatis faction, Sir - but fight- 
ng. 7 
Feel I, Sir; but who knows what ſatisfaction he'll 
take? blood he thirſts for, and blood he will have; and 
2 on you he will have it, who knows but him- 
ſelf * 

Daw. I pray you, maſter True-wit, be you a mediator. 

True-wit, Well, Sir, conceal yourſelf then in 
this ſtudy till I return, Nay, you muſt be content 
to be lock 'd in; for, for mine own reputation, I 
would not have you ſeen to receive a public diſgrace, while 
Ihave the matter in managing. God's ſo, here he comes; 
keep your breath cloſe, that he do not hear you ſigh. In 
good faith, Sir Amorous, he is not this way; I pray you be 
merciful, do not murder him; he is a chriſtian, as good as 
you; you are arm'd as if you ſought a revenge on all his 
race. Good Dauphine, get him away from this place. I 
never knew a man's choler ſo high, but he would ſpeak to 
tus friends, he would never reaſon. Fack Daw, Fack! aſleep. 

Daw. Is he gone, maſter True-wit ? 

True-wit, I; did you hear him? 

Daw. O God, yes. ; 

True-wit. What a quick ear fear has ? 

Daw. But is he ſo arm'd, as you ſay? 

True-wit. Arm'd? Did you ever ſee a fellow ſet out to 
take poſſeſſion ? 

Daw, I, Sir. , 

True-wit. That may give you ſome light to conceive of 
bim; but tis nothing to the principal. Some falſe brother 
i the houſe has furniſh'd him ſtrangely; or, if it were out 
0the houſe, it was Tom Otter. 

Dau. Indeed he's a captain, and his wife is his kinſwo- 
man. 

True-wit. He has got ſome body's old two-hand ſword, 
to mow you off at the knees: and that ſword hath ſpawn'd 
ſuch a dagger — But then he is ſo hung with pikes, hal- 
derds, peitronels, callivers, and muſkets, that he looks like 
a juſtice of peace's hall ; a man of two thouſand a year is 
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not ſefs'd at ſo many weapons as he has on. There was ne- 
ver fencer challeng'd at ſo many ſeveral foils. You would 
think he meant to murder all St. Pulchres pariſh. If he could 
but victual himſelf, for half a year in his breeches, he is ſuf- 
ſiciently arm'd to over-run a country. | 

Daw. Good Lord! what means he, Sir? I pray you ma- 
ſter True-wit, be you a mediator. 

True-wit. Well, I'll try if he will be appeas'd with a leg 
or an arm; if not, you muſt die once. 

Daw. I would be loth to loſe my right arm, for writing 
Madrigals. | 

True-wit. Why, if he will be ſatisfied with a thumb, or 
a little-finger, all's one to me. You muſt think, 1'11 do my 
beſt. 

Daw. Good Sir, do. [He puts him ap again, 

Clerimont. What haſt thou done? and then came fotth. 

Tr:e-wit. He will let me do nothing, man; he does all 
afore me; he offers his left arm. 

Clerimont. His left wing, for a Jack Daw, 

Dauphine. Take it, by all means. 

True-wit. How! maim a man for ever, for a jeſt? What 
a conſcience haſt thou? 

Dauphine. Tis no loſs to him; he has no employment for 
his arms, but to eat ſpoon-meat. Beſide, as good maim his 
body, as his reputation. ; 

True-wit. He is a ſcholar, and a wit, and yet he does not 
think ſo. But he loſes no reputation with us ; for we all 
reſolv'd him an aſs before. To your places again. 

Cleri mont. I pray thee, let me be in at the other a little. 

True-wit. Look, you'll ſpoil all; theſe be ever your tricks. 

Clerimont. No, but I could hit off ſome things that thou 
wilt mifs, and thou wilt ſay are good ones. 

True-wit. I warrant you. I pray forbear, Il leave it off 
elſe. 

Dauphine. Come away, Clerimont. 

FTrue- wit. Sir Amorous ! | 

La-Foole. Maſter True-wit. 

True-wit, Whither were you going? h 

La-Foole. Down into the court, to make water. 
True-wit. By no means, Sir; you ſhall rather tempt your 
breeches. | 

La-Foole. Why, Sir? 
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True-wit. Enter here, if you love your life. 

La-Foole. Why, why? 

True-wit, Queſtion till your throat be cut, do: dally till 
the enrag'd ſoul find you. 

La-Foole. Who's that? 

True-wit. Daw it is: will you in? 

La-Foole. I, I, I'll in: what's the matter? 

True-wit. Nay, if he had been cool enough to tell us that, 
there had been ſome hope to attone you; but he ſeems ſo 
implacably enrag'd. 

La-Foole, slight, let him rage: I'll hide myſelf. 

True-wit. Do, good Sir. But what have you done to him 
within, that ſhould provoke him thus? You have broke 
ſome jeſt upon him afore the ladies 

La-Foole. Not I, never in my life, brot jeſt upon any 
man. The bride was praiſing Sir Dauphine, and he went a- 
way in ſnuff, and followed him; unleſs he took offence at 
me in his drink ere-while, that I would not pledge all thc 
horſe full. 

True-wit. By my faith, and that may be; you remember 
well: but he walks the round up and down, through every 
room of the houſe, with a towel in his hand, crying, 
Where's La-Foole? Who ſaw La-Foole? And when Dauphine 
and I demanded the cauſe, we can force no anſwer from him, 
but (O revenge, how ſweet art thou! I will ſtrangle him in 
this towe]) which leads us to conjecture, that the main cauſe 
of his fury is, for bringing your meat to day, with a towel 
about you, to his diſeredit. 

La-Foole. Like enough. Why, and he be angry for that, 
I'll ſtay here till his anger be blown over. 

True-wit. A good becoming reſolution, Sir, if you can 
put it on o' the ſudden. | 

La-Foole. Yes, I can put it on: or, I'll away into the 
country preſently. 

True- wit. How will you go out o' the houſe, Sir? He knows 
you are i' the houſe, and he'll watch you this 1e'nnight, but 
he'tl have you: he'll out-wait a ſerjcant for you. 

La-Foole. Why, then I'll ſtay here. 

. NO You muſt think how to victual yourſelf in time 
en. | 

La-Foole. Why, ſweet maſter True-wit, will you entreat 
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my couſin Otter to ſend me a cold veniſon paſty, a bottle 
or two of wine, and a chamber-pot. 

True-wit. A ſtoul were better, Sir, of Sir Ajax his inven- 
tion. 

La-Foole. I, that will be better indeed; and a pallat to 
lic on. | | 

True-wit. O, I would not adviſe you to ſleep, by any 
means. 

La-Foole. Would you not, Sir? why then I will not. 

True-wit. Yet there's another fear 

La-Foole. Is there, Sir? What is't? 

True-wit. No, he cannot break open this door with his 
foot, ſure. 

La-Foole. T'll ſet my back againſt it, Sir. I have a good 
back. \ We 

True-wit, But then if he ſhould batter. 

La-Fovle. Batter! If he dare, I'll have an action of batte- 
ry againſt him. | ZE 

True-wit. Caſt you the worſt. He has ſent for powder al- 
ready, and what he will do with it, no man knows: per- 
haps blow up the corner o' the houſe where he ſuſpects you, 
He ſions - a5. if Here he comes; in quickly. I proteſt, 

8 Sir John Daw, he is not this way: What 

bs els the +. will you do? Before God you ſhall hang 
hs 5 „ Petard here: T'Il die rather. Will you 
in 10 hide hi fel, not take my word? I never knew one but 
in to hide himſelf. would be ſatisfied. Sir Amorous, there's 


one were preſent, 


no ſtanding out: he has made a Petard of an old braſs pot, 


to force your door. Think upon ſome ſatisfaction, or terms, 
to offer him. 

La-Foole. Sir, I'll give him any ſatisfaction : I dare give 
any terms. 

True-wit. You'll leave it to me then ? 

La-Foole. I, Sir: I'll ſtand to any conditions. | 

Truc-wit. How now, what think you, Sirs: 

Nen Wer't not a difficult thing to — which 
of theſe two fear'd moſt? 
| Clerimont. Yes, but this fears the braveſt: 
the other, a whinilling daſtard, Fc Daw ! but La- Foole, a 
brave heroic coward! and is afraid in a great look, and 4 
ſtout accent. I like him rarely, 
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True-wit. Had it not been pity theſe two men ſhould ha' 
been conceal'd ? 

Clerimont, Shall I make a motion? 

True-wit. Briefly : for J muſt ſtrike while 'tis hot. 

Clerimont. Shall I go fetch the ladies to the cataſtrophe? 

True-wit. Umph ? I, by my troth. 

Dauphine. By no mortal means. Let them continue in 
the ſtate of ignorance, and err ſtill; think em wits and fine 
fellows, as they have done. Twere fin to reform them. 

True-wit, Well, I will have 'em fetcht, now I think on't 
for a private purpoſe of mine: do, Clerimont, fetch 'em, and 
diſcourſe to 'em all that's paſt, and bring em into the gal- 
lery here. | 

Dauphine. This is thy extreme vanity now: thou think'ſt 
thou wert undone, if every jeſt thou mak'ſt were not pub- 
liſh'd. 

Truc-wit. Thou ſhalt ſee how unjuſt thou art preſently, 
Clerimont, ſay it was Dauphine's plot. Truſt me not, if the 
whole drift be not for thy good. There's a carpet i' the 
next room, put it on, with this ſcarf over thy face, and a 
cuſhion o' thy head, and be ready when I call Amorous. A- 
way John Daw. ü 

Daw. What good news, Sir? 

True-wit. Faith, I have followed, and argued with him 
hard for you. I told him you were a knight, and a ſcholar, 
and that you knew fortitude did conſiſt, magis patiends quam 
faciendo, magis ferendo quam feriendo. 

Daw. It doth ſo indeed, Sir. 

True-wit. And that you would ſuffer, I told him: fo at 
firſt he demanded, by my troth, in my conceit, too much. 

Daw. What was it, Sir? 

True-wit. Your upper lip, and fix o' your fore- teeth. 

Daw. Twas unreaſonable. 


True-wit. Nay, I told him plainly, you could not ſpare 


em all. So after long argument (pro et con, as you know) 
brought him down to your two butter teeth, and them he 
would have. 

Daw. O, did you ſo? Why, he ſhall have em. 

True-wit. But he ſhall not, Sir, by your leave. The con- 
eluſion is this, Sir: hecauſe you ſhall be very good friends 
hereafter, and this never to be remembred or vpbraided ; 
belides, that he may not boaſt he has done any ſuch thing 
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to you in his own perſon, he is to come here in diſguiſc, 
give you five kicks in private, Sir, take your ſword from 
you, and lock you up in that ſtudy during pleaſure: which 
will be but a little while, we'll get it releas'd preſently. 

Daw. Five kicks? He ſhall ha' fix, Sir, to be friends, 

True-wit. Believe me, you ſhall not over-ſhoot yourſelf, 
to ſend him that word by me, 

Daw. Deliver it, Sir; he ſhall have it with all my heart, 
to be friends. F 

True-wit, Friends? Nay, an' he ſhould not be fo, and 
heartily too, upon theſe terms, he ſhall have me his encmy 
while I live. Come, Sir, bear it bravely. 

Daw. O God, Sir, tis nothing. : 

True-wit, True. What's fix kicks to a man that reads Se- 

neca. 

Daw. I have had a hundred, Sir. 

True-wit. Sir Amorous. No ſpeaking one to another, or 
rehearſing old matters. 
Dauphine comes forth, and kicks him, 

Daw. One, two, three, four, five. I proteſt, Sir Ams 
rous, you ſhall have fix. 

True-wit. Nay, I told you, you ſhould not talk. Come 
give him fix, and he will needs. Your ſword. Now return 
to your ſafe cuſtody; you ſhall preſently meet atore the la- 
dies, and be the deareſt friends one to another Give me 
the ſcarf now, thou ſhalt beat the other bare-fac'd. Stand 
by, Sir Amorous. | 

La-Foole. What's here? a ſword ? | 

True-wit. T cannot help it, without I ſhould take the 

uarrel upon myſelf. Here he has ſent you his ſword —— 

La-Foole. I'll receive none on't. 

True-wit. And he wills you to faſten it againſt a wall, and 
break your head in ſome few ſeveral places againſt the hilts. 

La-Foole. I will not, tell him roundly. I cannot endure 
to ſhed my own blood. 

True-wit. Will you not? 

La-Feorle. No. I'll beat it againſt a fair flat wall, if that 
will ſatisfy him: if not, he ſhall beat it himſelf, for An- 
tous. 

True-wit. Why, this is ſtrange ſtarting off, when a man 
undertakes for you! I offer'd him another condition; will 
you ſtand to that ? 
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La-Foole. I, what is't? 

True-wit. That you will be beaten in private. 

La-Foole. Yes, I am content, at the blunt. 

True-wit. Then you muſt ſubmit yourſelf to be hood- 


S wink'd in this ſcarf, and be led to him, where he will take 


your ſword from you, and make you bear a blow over the 

mouth, Gules, and tweaks by the noſe, ſans nombre. 
La-Foole I am content. But why mult I be blinded ? 
Trae-wit. That's for your good, Sir; becauſe if he ſhould 

grow inſolent upon this, and publiſh it hereafter to your 

diſgrace, (which I hope he will not do) you might ſwear 

ſafely, and proteſt, he never beat you, to your knowlege. 
La- Foole. O, I conceive. 


True- wit. Ido not doubt but you'll be perfect good friends 


upon't, and not dare to utter an ill thought one of another 
in future. 

La-Foole. Not I, as God help me, of him. 

True-wit. Nor he of you, Sir. If he ſhould — Come, 
dir. All hid, Sir John. 


Dauphine enters to tweak him. 


La-Foole. Oh, Sir John, Sir John. Oh, o-0-0-0-0h —— 

True-wit. Good Sir bel, leave tweaking, you'll blow his 
noſe off. Tis Sir John's pleaſure, you ſhould retire into 
the ſtudy. Why, now you are friends. All bitterneſs be- 
tween you, I hope, is buried; you ſhall come forth by and 
by, Damon and Pythias upon't, and embrace with all the 
rankneſs of friendſhip that can be. I truſt, we ſhall have 
em tamer i' their language hereafter. Dauphine, I worſhip 
thee. God's will, the ladies have ſurpris'd us. 


SCENE VL 


HAUGHTY, CENTAURE, MAVIS, Mrs. OT TER, 
EPICOENE, TRUSTY, DAUPHINE, TRUE- 
IT, Ere. 


Having diſcovered part of the paſt ſcene above. 
Haughty. CEN TAU RE, how our judgments were im- 
pos d on by theſe adulterate knights? 


| 
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Centaure. Nay, madam, Mavis was more deceiv'd than 
we; 'twas her commendation utter'd 'em in the college. 

Mavis. I commended but their wits, madam, and their 
braveries. I never look'd toward their valours. 

Haughty. Sir Dauphine is valiant, and a wit too, it ſeems, 

Mavis. And a bravery too. 

Haughty. Was this his project ? | 

Mrs. Otter. So maſter Clerimont intimates, madam. 

Haughty. Good Moroſe, when you come to the college, 
will you bring him with you? He ſeems a very perfect gen- 
tleman. . 

Epicene. He is ſo, madam, believe it. 

Centaure. But when will you come, Moroſe ? 

Epicene. Three or four days hence, madam, when I have 
got me a coach and horſes. | 

Haughty. No, to-morrow, good Moreſe ; Centaure ſhall 

ſend you her coach. | | 

Mavis. Yes faith, do, and bring Sir Dauphine with you. 

Haughty. She has promis'd that, Mavis. 

Mavis. He is a very worthy gentleman in his exteriors, 
madam. | 


_ _ © Havghty. I, he ſhews he is judicial in his clothes, 


Centanre. And yet not ſo 1 neat as ſome, ma- 
dam, that have their faces ſet in a bark. 

Haug hty. I, and have every hair in form. 

Mavis. That wear purer hnnen than ourſelves, and pro- 
feſs more neatneſs than the French Hermaphrodite! 

Epica ne. I, ladies, they, what they tell one of us, have 
told a thouſand; and are the only thieves of our fame, that 
think to take us with that perfume, or with that lace, and 
laugh at us unconſcionably when _ have done. 

Haughty. But Sir Dauphine's careleſneſs becomes him; 

Centaure. I could love a man for ſuch a noſe! 

| Mavis. Or ſuch a leg! 

Centaure. He has an exceeding good eye, madam! 

Mavis. And a very good look! 

Centaure. Good Moreſe, bring him to my chamber firſt. 

Mrs. Otter. Pleaſe your honours to meet at my houle, 
mation. it 

True-wit. See how they eye thee, man! They are taken, 
I warrant thee. : 
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Haughty. You have unbrac'd our brace of knights here, 
maſter 1rue-wit. 

True-wit. Not I, madam ; it was Sir Dauphine's ingine; 
who, if you have disfurniſh'd your ladyſhip of any guard 
or ſervice by it, is able to make the place good again in him- 
elf. 

Haughty. There is no ſuſpicion of that, Sir. 

Centaure. God ſo, Mavis, Haughty is kiſſing. 

Mavis. Let us go too, and take part. 

Haughty. But I am glad of the fortune (beſide the diſco- 
very of two ſuch empty caſkets) to gain the knowlege of ſo 
rich a mine of virtue as Sir Dauphine. | 

Centaure. We would be all glad to ſtile him of our friend- 
ſhip, and ſee him at the college. 

Mavis. He cannot mix with a ſweeter ſociety, I'll pro- 
pheſy; and I hope he himſelf will think ſo. 

Dauphine, I ſhould be rude to imagine otherwiſe, lady. 

True-wit. Did not I tell thee, Dauphine? Why, all their 
actions are govern'd by crude opinion, without reaſon or 
cauſe; they know not why they do any thing; but as they 
are inform'd, believe, judge, praiſe, condemn, love, hate, 
andin emulation one of another, doall theſe things alike. On- 
ly they have a natural inclination ſways 'em generally to the 
worſt, when they are left to themfelves. But purſue it now 
thou haſt *em. 

Haughty. Shall we go in again, Moroſe? 

Epicene. Yes, madam. 

Centaure. We'll intreat Sir Dauphine's company. 

True-wit. Stay, good madam, the interview of the two 
friends Pylades and Oreſtes : I'll fetch 'em out to you ſtraight. 

Haughty. Will you, maſter True-wit ? | 

Dauphine. I; but noble ladies, do not confeſs in your 
countenance, or outward bearing to 'em, any diſcovery of 
their follies, that we may ſee how they will bear up again, 
with what aſſurance and erection. 

Haughty. We will not, Sir Dauphine. 

True-wit. Sir Amorous, Sir Amorous. The ladies are here. 

La-Foole. Are they? 

True-wit. Yes; but ſlip out by and by, as their backs are 
turn'd, and meet Sir John here, as by chance, when I call 
Jou. Tack Daw. 

Daw, What ſay you, ey 

| L 
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True-wit. Whip out behind me ſuddenly, and no anger 
1' your looks to your adverſary. Now, now. 
La- Foole. Noble Sir John Daw ! where ha' you been? 
Daw. To ſeek you, Sir Amorous. 
La-Foole. Me! I honour you. 
Daw. I prevent you, Sir. 
Clerimont. They have forgot their rapiers. 
True-wit. O, they meet in peace, man. 
Dauphine. Where's your ſword, Sir Fohn ? 
Clerimont. And yours, Sir Amorous ? 
Daw Mine! My boy had it forth, to mend the handle, 
een now. | 
La- Foole. And my gold handle was broke too, and my boy 
id it forth. 
Dauphine. Indeed, Sir? How their excuſes meet. 
Cleri mont. What a conſent there is 1' the handles ! 
True-wit. Nay, there is fo i' the points too, I warrant 
Ou, 
5 Mrs. Otter. O me! Madam, he comes again, the madman! 
Away. 


S CE NE - VIE 
MOROSE, CLERIMONT, TRUE-WIT, DAUPHINE, 


Moroſe. WHAT make theſe naked weapons here, gen- 
tlemen ? 
[He had found the two ſwords drawn within. 

True-wit. O, fir! here hath like to been murder ſince you 
went! A couple of knights fallen out about the bride's fa- 
vours : we were fain to take away their weapons; your 
houſe had been begg'd by this time elſe 

Moroſe. For what? 

Clerimont. For man- laughter, Sir, as being acceſſory. 

Moroſe. And for her favours ? 

True-wit. T, fir, heretofore, not preſent. Clerimont, car- 
ry 'em their ſwords now. They have done all the hurt they 
wall do. | | | f 

Danphine. Ha' you ſpoke with a lawyer, Sir ? 

Moroſe. O, no? There is ſuch a noiſe i' the court, that 
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they have frighted me home with more violence than I went! 
Such ſpeaking, and counter-ſpeaking, with their ſeveral 
voices of citations, appellations, allegations, certificates, at- 
tachments, interrogatories, references, convictions, and af- 
fictions indeed, among the doctors and proctors! that the 
noiſe here is ſilence to't! a kind of calm midnight! 

. True-wit, Why, fir, if you would he reſolv'd indeed, I 
can bring you hither a very ſufficient lawyer, and a learned 
divine, that ſhall inquire into every leaſt ſcruple for you. 

Moreſe. Can you, maſter True-wit. 

True-wit. Yes, and are very ſober grave perſons, that 
will diſpatch in a chamber, with a whiſper or two. 

Moree. Good Sir, ſhall I hope this benefit from you, and 
truſt myſelf into your hands ? 

True-wit. Alas, Sir! your nephew and I have been aſham- 
ed, and oft-times mad, ſince you went, to think how you 
are abus d. Go in, good fir, and lock yourſelf up till we 
call you; we'll tell you more anon, Sir. 

Moroſe. Do your pleaſure with me, gentlemen; I believe 
in you, and deſerve no delufion. — 

True-wit. You ſhall find none, Sir; but heapt, heapt 
plenty of vexation. 

Dauphine. What wilt thou do now, Vit? 

True-wit. Recover me hither Otter and the barber, if you 
can, by any means, preſently. 

Dauphine. Why? to what purpoſe ? 

True-wit. O, I'll make the deepeſt divine, and graveſt 
lawyer, out o' them two, for him. 

Dauphine. Thou can'ſt not, man; theſe are waking 
dreams. 

True-wit. Do not fear me. Clap but a civil gown with 
the welt o' the one, and a canonical cloke with ſleeves o' the 
other, and give em a few terms i' the mouths, it there come 
not forth as able a doctor, and complete a parſon, for this 
turn, as may be wiſh'd, truſt not my election: and I hope 
without wronging the dignity of either profeſſion, ſince they 
are but perſons put on, and for mirth's ſake, to torment 
him. The barber ſmatters Latin, I remember. 

Dauphbine. Yes, and Otter too. 


Truc-wit, Well then, if I make 'em not wrangle out this 


eꝛſe, to his no comfort, let me be thought a Fack Daw, or 
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La- Foole, or any thing worſe. Go you to your ladies, but 
farſt ſend for them. 
Daupbine. 1 will. 


ACT Y. SCENE L 


LA-FOOLE, CLERIMONT, DAW, MAVIS. 


La-Foole. W HERE had you our ſwords, maſter Cle- 
rimont. 

Clerimont. W hy, Dauphine took 'em from the madman. 

La-Foole. And he took em from our Bok, I warrant you. 

Clerimont. Very like, Sir. 

La-Foole. Thank you, good maſter Clerjmont. Sir John 
Daw and I are both beholden to you. 

Clerimont. Would I knew how to make you fo, gentle- 
men. 

Daw. Sir Amorous and I a are your ſervants, fir. 

Mavis. Gentlemen, have any of you a pen and ink? 1 
would fain write out a riddle in Italian, for Sir Dauphize to 
tranſlate. 

Clerimont. Not I, in troth, lady; I am no ſcrivener. 

Daw. I can furniſh you, 1 think, lady. 

Cleri mont. He has it in the haft of a knife, I believe. 

La-Foole. No, he has his box of inſtruments. 

Clerimont. Like a ſurgeon ! 

La-Forle. For the mathematics : his ſquare, his compaſſes, 
his braſs pens, and black-Jead, to draw maps of every place 
and perſon where he comes. 

Clerimont. How, maps of perſons! 

La-Foole. Yes, Sir, of Nomentac, when he was here, and 
of the prince of Moldavia, and of his miſtreſs, miſtreſs Epi- 
C Ne. 

Cleri mont. Away! He has not found out her latitude, I 
hope. 

La-Fovle. You are a pleaſant gentleman, fir. 

Clerimont. Faith, now we are in private, let's wanton it 
a little, and talk whageibly. Sir Joby, I am telling fir 


but 
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Amorous here, that you two govern the ladies where e'er you 
come, you carry the feminine gender afore you. 

Daw. They ſhall rather carry us afore them, if they will, 
Sir. 
Clerimont. Nay, I believe that they do withal But, 
that you are the prime men in their affetions, and direct 
all their actions 

Daw. Not I: fir Amorons is. 

La-Foole. I proteſt, fir 7% is. 

Daw. As I hope to riſe i' the ſtate, Sir Amorous, you ha? 
the perſon. | 

La»Foole. Sir John, you ha' the perſon, and the diſcourſe 
too. 

Daw. Not I, fir. I have no diſcourſe 
have activity beſide. | 

La-Foole. I proteſt, Sir John, you come as high from Tri- 
poly, as I do every whit: and lift as many join'd ſtools, and 
leap over them, if you would uſe it 

Clerimont. Well, agree on't together, knights; for between 

ou, you divide the kingdom, or common-wealth of ladies 
affections; I ſee it, and can perceive a little how they ob- 
ſerve you, and fear you, indeed. You could tell ſtrange 
ſtories, my maſters, if you would, I know. 

Daw. Faith, we have ſeen ſomewhat, fir. 

La-Foole, That we have velvet petticoats, and 
wrought ſmocks, or ſo. 

Dau. I, and 

Clerimont. Nay, out with it, Sir Joh» ; do not envy your 
friend the pleaſure of hearing, when you have had the de- 
light of taſting. | 

Dau. Why A do you ſpeak, fir Amorous. 

La-Foole. No, do you, fir νσ⁹ Daw. 

Daw. I' faith, you ſhall. 

La-Foole. I' faith, you ſhall. 

Daw. Why, we have been 

La-Foole. In the great bed at Vare, together in our time. 
On, fir John. 

Daw. Nay, do you, fir Amorous. 

Clerimort. And theſe ladies with you, knights? 

La-Foole. No, excuſe us, fir. 

Daw, We muſt not wound reputation. 
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La-Foole. No matter they were theſe, or others. Our 
bath coſt us fitteen pound when we came home. 

Clerimont. Do you hear, Sir hu? You ſhall tell me but 

one thing truly, as you love me. 

Daw. If I can, 1 will, fr. 

Clerimont. You lay in the fame houſe with the bride here? 

Daw. Yes, and convers'd with her hourly, fir. 

Clerimont. And what humour is ſhe of? Is ſhe coming and 
open, free? 

Daw, O, exceeding open, fir. I was her ſervant, and 
fir Amorous was to be. | 

Clerimont. Come, you have both had favours from her: I 
know, and have heard ſo much. 

Daw. O, no, fir. 

La-Foole. You ſhall excuſe us, fir: we muſt not wound 
reputation. | 

Clerimont. Tut, ſhe is married now, and you cannot hurt 
her with any report; and there for ſpeak plainly : how ma- 
ny times, i taith? which of you led firſt ? ha? 

La-Foole. Sir John had her maidenhead, indeed. 

Daw. O, it pleaſes him to ſay ſo, ſir; but fir Amorbus 
knows what's what, as well. 

Cleri mont. Doſt thou, i faith, Aarons! 

La- Foole. In a manner, fir. 

Clerimont. Why, I commend you, Jads. Little knows 
Don bridegroom of this; nor ſhall he, for me. 

Daw. Hang him mad ox. 

Clerimont. Speak ſoftly; here comes his nephew, with the 
lady Havghty; he'll get the ladies from you, firs, if you look 
not to him in time. 

La-Frole. Why, if he do, we'll fetch em home again, l 
warrant you. 


$CEENE . 


HAUGHTY, DAUPHINE, CENTAURE, MAVIS, 
CLERIMONT. 


Haughty. I ASSURE you, Sir Daupbine, it is the price 
and cftimation of your virtue or ly, that hath embark'd me 
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to this adventure; and I could not but make out to tell you 
ſo : nor can I repent me of the act, ſince it is always an ar- 
gument of ſome virtue in ourſelves, that we love and affect 
it ſo in others. 

hn Your ladyſhip ſets too high a price on my weak- 
neſs. 

Haughty. Sir, I can diſtinguiſh gems from pebbles — 

Dauphine. (Are you ſo ſkilful in ſtones ?) 

Haughty. And howſoever I may ſuffer in ſuch a judgment 
as yours, by admitting equality of rank or ſociety with Cen- 
taure or Mavis 

Dauphine. You do not, madam: I perceive they are your 
mere foils, | 

Haughty. Then are you a fniend to truth, ſir : it makes 
me love you the more. It is not the outward, but the in- 
ward man that I affect. They are not apprehenſive of an 
eminent perfection, but love flat and dully. f 

Centaure. Where are you, my lady Haughty ? 

Haug hty. T come prefently, Centaure. My chamber, fir, 
my page ſhall ſhew you; and Truſy, my woman, ſhall be 
ever awake for you: you need not fear to communicate any 
thing with her, for ſhe is a Fidelia. I pray you wear this 
jewel for my ſake, fir Dauphine. Where's Mavis, Centaure ? 

Centaure. Within, madam, a writing. T'll follow you 
preſently : I'll but ſpeak a word with fir Dauphine. 

Dauphine. With me, madam? | | 

Centaure. Good fir Dauphine, do not truſt Haughty, nor 
make any credit to her, whatever you do beſides. Sir Dau- 
phine, I give you this caution, ſhe is a perfect courtier, and 
loves no-body, but for her uſes ; and for her uſes ſhe loves 
all. Beſides, her phyſicians give her out to be none of the 
cleareſt, whether ſhe pay 'em or no, heaven knows; and 
ſhe's about fifty too, and pargets! See her in a forenoon. 
Here comes Mavis, a worſe face than ſhe! You would not 
like this by candle-light. If you'll come to my chamber one 
o' theſe mornings early, or late in an evening, I'II tell you 
more. Where's Haughty, Mavis ? 

Mavis. Within, Centaure. 

Centaure. What ha' you there? 

Mavis. An Italian riddle for fir Dauphine, (you ſhall not 
ſee it i“ faith, Centaure.) Good fir Dauphine, ſolve it for 
me: I'Il rather call for it anon. 


am on 
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Clerimont. How now, Dauphine? how doſt thou quit thy- 
ſelf of theſe females ? 

Dauphine. slight, they haunt me like fairies, and give me 
jewels here; I cannot be rid of em. 

Clerimont. O, you muſt not tell tho. 

Dauphine. Maſs, I forgot that: I was never ſo aſſaulted. 
One loves for virtue, and bribes me with this: another loves 
me with caution, and ſo would poſſeſs me: a third brings 
me a riddle here: and all are jealous, and rail each at other. 

Clerimont. A riddle ! Pray le' me ſeeꝰt. 

[ He reads the paper. 

« Sir Dauphine, I choſe this way of intimation for priva- 
„ cy. The ladies here, I know, have both hope and pur- 
« poſe to make a collegiate and ſervant of you. If I might 
© be ſo honour'd, as to appear at any end of ſo noble a 
© work, I would enter into a fame of taking phyſic to-mor- 
“ row, and continue it four or five days, or longer, for 
« your viſitation. MAv1s. 

By my faith; a ſubtle one! Call you this a riddle ? What's 
their plain dealing, trow ? 

Daupbine. We lack True-wit, to tell us that. 

Clerimoant. We lack him for ſomething elſe too: his 
knights Reformadoes are wound up as high and inſolent as e- 
ver they were. 

Dazphine. You jeſt. 

leri mont. No drunkards, either with wine or vanity, e- 
ver confeſs d ſuch ſtorics of themſclves. I would not give 
a flic's leg in halance againſt all the womens reputations 
here, if they could be but thought to ſpeak truth: and for 
the bride, they haye made their affidavit againſt her direct- 


] 


3 What, they have lain with her? 

Clerimont. Yes; and tell times and circumſtances, with 
the cauſe why, and the place where. I had almoſt brought 
'em to atfirm, that they had done it to-day. 

Dauphine. Not both of em? 

Cleri mont. Yes faith; with a ſooth or two more I had 
effected it. They would ha' ſet it down under their hands. 
Dauphine Why, they will be our ſport, I ſee, ſtill, whe- 


ther we will or no. 
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III. 


TRUE WIT, MOROSE, OTTER, cu T BER P, 
C LE RAM O NT, DAU PHINE. 


True-wit. O, ARE you are here? Come, Dauphine ; go 
call your uncle preſently: I have fitted my divine and my 
canoniſt, dyed their beards and all. The knaves do not 
know themſelves, they are ſo exalted and alter'd. Preter- 
ment changes any man. Thou ſhalt keep one door, and I 
another, and then Clerimont in the midſt, that he may have 
no means of eſcape from their cavilling, when they grow 
hot once. And then the women (as I have given the vride 
her inſtructions) to break in upon him i' the “' envoy. O, 
'twill be full and twanging! Away, fetch him. Come, ma- 
ſter doctor, and maſter parſon, look to your parts now, and 
diſcharge em bravely; you are well ſet forth, perform it as 
well. If you chance to be out, do not confeſs it with ſtand- 
ing ſtill, or humming, or gaping one at another; but go on, 
and talk aloud, and eagerly; uſe vehement action, and on- 
ly remember your terms, and you are ſafe. Let the matter 
go where it will; you have many will do ſo. But at firſt be 
very ſolemn and grave, like your garments, tho' you loſe 
yourſelves after, and ſkip out like a brace of gagglers on a 
table. Here he comes: ſet your faces, and look ſupercili- 
ouſly, while I preſent you. * 

Moroſe. Are theſe the two learned men? 

True-wit. Yes, Sir; pleaſe you ſalute them. 

Moroſe. Salute em? I had rather do any thing, than wear 
out time ſo unfruitfully, Sir. I wonder how theſe common 
forms, as God ſave you, and you are welcome, are come to be 
a habit in our lives! or, I am glad to ſee you! When I can- 
not ſee what the profit can be of theſe words, ſo long as it 
is no whit better with him, whoſe affairs are ſad and griev- 
ous, that he heags this ſalutation. 

True-wit. Tis true, fir; we'll go to the matter then. Gen- 
tlemen, maſter doctor, and maſter parſon, I have acquaint- 
ed you ſufficiently with the buſineſs for which you are come 
hither; and you are not now to inform yourſelves in the 


ſtate of the queſtion, I know. This is the gentleman who 


expects your reſolution, and therefor when you pleaſe, begin. 
M m 
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Otter. Pleaſe you, maſter doctor. 

Cutberd. Pleaſe you, good maſter parſon. 

Otter. I would hear the canon-law ſpeak firſt. 

Cutberd. It muſt give place to poſitive divinity, fir. 

Moroſe. Nay, good gentlemen, do not throw me into cir- 
cumſtances. Let your comforts arrive quickly at me, thoſe 
that are. Be ſwitt in affording me my peace, if ſo I ſhall 
hope any. I love not your diſputations, or your court-tu- 
mults. And that it be not ſtrange to you, I will tell you. 
My father, in my education, was wont to adviſe me, that 
I thould always collect and contain my mind, not ſuffering 
| it to flow looſely; that I ſhould look to what things were 
neceſſary to the carriage of my life, and what not, embrac- 
ing the one, and eſchewiny the other: in ſhort, that I ſhould 
endear myſelf to reſt, and avoid turmoil ; which now is 
grown to be another nature to me. So that I come not to 
your pleadings, or your places of noiſe; not that I neglect 
thoſe things that make for the dignity of the common-wealth; 
but for the mere avoiding of clamours, and impertinencies 
of orators, that know not how to be ſilent. And for the 
cauſe of noiſe, am I now a ſuitor to you. You do not know 
in what a miſery I have been exercis'd this day, what a tor- 
ment of evil! My very houſe turns round with the tumult! 
I dwell in a wind-mill! The perpetual motion is. here, and 
not at Eltham: 

True-wit,-Well, good maſter doctor, will you break the 
ice? Maſter parſon will wade after. ; 

Cutberd. Sir, tho' unworthy, and the weaker, I will pre- 
ſame. 

Otter. Tis no preſumption, Domine doctor. 

Moroſe. Yet again! | 
Cutberd. Your queſtion is, For how many cauſes 2 man 

may have devortium legitimum, a lawful divorce. Firſt, you 
_ underſtand the nature of the word divorce, a diverten- 
endo : | 

Moroſe. No excurſions upon words, good doctor; to the 
queſtion briefly. 

Cutberd. J anſwer then, the canon-law affords divorce but 
in few caſes; and the principal is in the common caſe, the 
adulterous caſe: but there are duodecim impedimenta, twelve 
impediments (as we call 'em) all which do not dirimere con- 
tractum, but irritum reddere matrimonium, as we ſay in the 
canon- law; not take away the bond, but cauſe a nullity therein. 
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Moroſe. J underſtgod you before: good Sir, avoid your 
impertinency of tranſlation. | 

Otter. He cannot open this too. much, fir, by your fa- 
vour. . 
Moroſe. Yet more 

True-wit. O, you muſt give the learned men leave, fir, 
To your impediments, maſter doctor. 

Cutberd. The firſt is impedimentum erroris. 

Otter. Of which there are ſeveral /pecies. 

Cutberd. I, as error perſonæ. 5 


ing Otter. If thou contract thyſelf to one perſon, thinking 

ere her another. c | 

race Cutberd. Then, error fortung. 

uld Otter. If ſhe be a beggar, and you thought her rich. 

x is Cutberd. Then, error qualitatis. 

t to Ottea. If ſhe prove ſtubborn or head- ſtrong, that you 

let thought obedient. | 

thy Moreſe. How? Is that, fir, a lawful impediment? One 

cies at once, I pray you, gentlemen. a 

the Otter. I, ante copulam, but not poſt copulam, ſir. 

ow Cutberd. Maſter parſon ſays right. Nec poſt nuptiarum be- 

tor- nedictionem. It doth indeed but irrita reddere ſponſalia, an- 

alt! nul the contract; after marriage it is of no obſtancy. 

and True-wit. Alas, fir, what a hope are we fallen from by 
this time! | 

the Cutberd. The next is Conditio: if thou thought her free- 
born, and ſhe prove a bond-woman, there is impediment 

re- of eſtate and condition. 


Otter. I, but, maſter doctor, thoſe ſervitudes are ſublate 
now, among us Chriſtians. 
Cutberd. By your favour, maſter parſon —— 


nan Otter. You ſhall give me leave, maſter doctor. 
you Moreſe. Nay, gentlemen, quarrel not in that queſtion; 
tens it concerns not my caſe: paſs to the third. 

Cutberd. Well then, the third is votum : if either party 
the have made a vow of chaſtity. But that practice, as maſter 


parſon ſaid of the other, is taken away among us, thanks 
but be to diſcipline.. The fourth is cagnatio, if the perſons be 
the of kin within the degrees. 
lve Ctter. I: Do you know what the degrees are, Sir? 
on- Maroſe. No, nor I care not, Sir; they offer me no com- 
the fort in the queſtion, I am ſure. 
n. Mm 
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Cutberd. But there is a branch of this impediment may, 
which is cognatio ſpiritualis : if you were her god-father, fir, 
then the marriage is inceſtuous. 

Otter. That comment is abſurd, and ſuperſtitious, maſter 
doctor: I cannot endure it. Are not all brothers and ſiſt- 
ers, and as much a kin in that, as god-fathers and god- 
daughters ? | 

Moroſe. O me! To end the controverſy, I never was a 
god-father, I never was a god-father in my life, fir. Paſs 
to the next. 

Cutberd. The fifth is crimen adulterii; the known caſe, 
The fixth cultus diſparitas, difference of religion: have you 
ever examin'd what religion ſhe is of? 

NToroſe. No, I would rather ſhe were of none, than be 
put to the trouble of it. 

Otter. You may have it done for you, fir. 

Moroſe. By no means, good fir; on to the reſt : ſhall you 
ever come to an end, think you? 

True-wit, Yes, he has done half, fir. (On to the reſt.) 
Be patient, and expect, fir. 

Cutberd. The ſeventh is, viz. if it were upon compulſion, 
or force. | ; 

Mor. O no, it was too voluntary, mine, too voluntary. 


Cutberd. The eighth is, ordo ; if ever ſhe have taken holy 
orders. 


Otter. That's ſuperſtitious too. 

Maraſe. No matter, maſter parſon ; would ſhe would go 
into a nunnery yet. 

Cutberd. The ninth is, ligamen ; if you were bound, fir, 
to any other before. 

Morsſe. I thruſt myſelf too ſoon into theſe fetters. 

Cutberd. The tenth is, publica honeſtas ; which is inchoata 
guedam affinitas. 

Otter. I, or affinitas orta ex ſponſalibus ; and is but leve im- 

edimentum, 

Mor. I feel no air or comfort blowing to me, in all this. 

Cutberd. The eleventh is, affinitas ex fornicatione. 

Otter. Which is no leſs vera affinitas, than the other, ma- 
ſter doctor. | | 

Cutberd. True, gre oritur ex legitimo matrimonio. 

Otter. You ſay right, venerable doctor: and, naſcitur cx 
es, quod per conjugium due perſonæ efficiuntur una caro — 

Morgſe. Hey-day, now they begin. 
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ay, Cutberd. IT conceive you, maſter parſon : Ita per fornicati- 
fir, onem æque eſt verus pater, qui fic generat 
Otter. Et vere filius qui ſic generatur 
ſter Moroſe. What's all this to me? 
ſiſt- Clerimont. Now it grows warm. 
od- Cutberd. The twelfth and laſt is, ſi forte coire nequibis. 
Otter. I, that is impedimentum graviſſimum : It doth utterly 
as a annul, and annihilate, that. If you have manifeſtam fragi- 


ditatem, you are well, ſir. 

True-wit. Why, there is comfort come at length, ſir. 
Confeſs yourſelf but a man unable, and ſhe will ſue to be 
divorc'd firſt. 

Otter. I, or if there be morbus perpetuus, et inſanabilis ; as 
Paralyſis, Elephantiaſis, or fo 

Dauphine. O, but frigiditas is the fairer way, gentlemen, 

Otter. You ſay troth, fir, and as it is in the canon, maſter 
doctor. 

Cutherg. I conceive you, fir. 

Clerimont. Before he ſpeaks. 

Otter. That a boy, or child, under years, is not fit for mar- 


ion, , Tiage, becauſe he cannot reddere debitum. So your ami poten- 
tes 

tary. Trucwit. Your impotentes, your whorſon lobſter, 

holy Otter. Your impotentes, I ſhall ſay, are minime apti ad con- 


trahenda matrimonium. | 
True-wit. Matrimonium? We ſhall have moſt un-matri- 


Id go monial Latin with you: Matrimonia, and be hang'd. 
Dauphine. You put em out, man. 
„ „ Cutberd. But then there will ariſe a doubt, maſter parſon, 


in our caſe, poſt matrimonium: that frigiditate preditus (do 
you conceive me, tar ?) 
choata Otter. Very well, fir. | | 
| Cutberd. Who cannot uti uxore pro uxore, may habere eam 
he im- pro ſorore. 
Otter. Abſurd, abſurd, abſurd, and merely apoftatical. 


| this. Cutberd. You ſhall pardon me, maſter parſon, Ican prove it. 
Otter. You can prove a will, maſter doctor, you can prove 
„ ma- nothing elſe. Does not the verſe of your own Canon ſay, 


Haec ſocianda vetant connubia, facta retraftant 


Cutberd I grant you; but how do they retrafare, maſter 
tur cx parſon ? 


— Moroſe. (O, this was it I fear'd.) 
Otter. In æternum, fir. 
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Cutberd. That's falſe in divinity, by your favour. 

Otter. Tis falſe in humanity, to ſay ſo. Is he not pror- 
ſus inubilis ad thorum? Can he praeſtare fidem datam? I would 
fain know. 

Cutberd. Yes; how if he do convalere? 

Otter. He cannot convalere, it is impoſſible. 

True-wit. Nay, good fir, attend the learned men; they'll 
think you neglect em elſe. 

ING. Or, it he do ſimulare himſelf frigidum, odio uxoris 
or ſo! 

Otter. I ſay, he is adulter manifeſtus then. 

Dauphine. (They diſpute it very learnedly, i' faith.) 

Otter. And proſtitutor uxoris ; and this 1s poſitive. 

Moroſe. Good fir, let me eſcape. 

True-wit. You will not do me that wrong, fir? 

Otter. And therefor if he be manifeſte frigidus, far. 

Cutberd. I, if he be manifeſte frigidus, I grant you 

Otter. Why, that was my concluſion. 

Cutberd. And mine too. 

True-wit. Nay, hear the concluſion, fir. 

Otter. Then frigiditatis cauſa. 

Cutberd. Yes, cauſa frigiditati 

Moroſe. O, mine ears ! | 
Otter. She may have libellum divortii againſt you. 
- Cutberd. I, divortii libellum ſhe will ſure have. 

Moroſe. Good Echo's, forbear. 
Otter. If you confels it 

Cutberd. Which I would do, fir —— 

Moroſe. I will do any thing 
Otter. And clear myſelf in foro conſcientiæ. 
Cutberd. Becauſe you want indeed 
Moroſe. Yet more? 

Otter. Exercendi poteſtatæ. 


$ © E NE - IF» 


EPICOENE, MOROSE, HAUGHTY, CENTAURE, 
MAVIS, Mrs. OTTER, DAW, TRUE-WIT, DAU- 
PHINE, CLERIMONT, LA-FOOLE, OTTER, CO- 
BERD. 


Epicene. I will not endure it any longer. Ladies, I be- 
ſeech you help me. This is ſuch a wrong as never was of- 
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fer'd to poor bride before: upon her marriage-day to have 
her huſband conſpire againſt her, and a couple of mercena- 
ry companions to be brought in for form's ſake, to perſuade 
a ſeparation ! If you had blood or virtue in you, gentlemen, 
you would not ſuffer ſuch ear-wigs about a huſband, or ſcor- 
pions to creep between man and wife 
Moroſe. O the variety and changes of my torment ! 
Haughty. Let 'em be cudgell'd out of doors by your 
ooms 
Centaure. T'll lend you my footman. 
Mavis. We'll have our men blanket them i' the hall. 
Mrs. Otter. As there was one at our houſe, madam, for 
peeping in at the door. 
Daw. Content, i' faith. 
True-wit. Stay, ladies and gentlemen; you'll hear before 
you proceed ? . | 
Mavis. I'Il ha' the bridegroom blanketed too. 
Centaure. Begin with him firſt. 
Haughty. Yes, by my troth. 
Moroſe. O, mankind generation! 
Dauphine. Ladies, for my ſake forbear. 
Haughty. Yes, for fir Dauphine's ſake. 
Centaure. He ſhall command us. 
La-Foole. He is as fine a gentleman of his inches, madam, 
5 2 is about the town, and wears as good colours when 
e liſts. 3 
True-wit. Be brief, fir, and confeſs your infirmity ; ſhe'll 
be a fire to be quit of you; if ſhe but hear that nam'd once, 
you ſhall not intreat her to ſtay : ſhe']l fly you like one that 
had the marks upon him. 
Moroſe. Ladies, I muſt crave all your pardons 
True-wit. Silence, ladies. | 
Moroſe. For a wrong I have done to your whole ſex, in 
marrying this fair and virtuous gentlewoman. 
Clerimont. Hear him, good ladies. | 
Moroſe. Being guilty of an infirmity, which before I con- 
—_ with theſe learned men, I thought I might have con- 
ceal'd | 
True-wit. But now being better inform'd in his conſcience 
by them, he is to declare it, and give ſatisfaction, by aſk- 
ing your public forgiveneſs. 
Moroſe. I am no man, ladies. 
All. How ! | 
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Moraſe, Utterly unabled in nature, by reaſon of frigidity, 
to perform the duties, or any the leaſt office of a e ar 

Mavis. Now out upon him, prodigious creature! 

Centaure. Bridegroom incarnate! 

e And would you offer it to a young gentlewo- 
man? 

Mrs. Otter. A lady of her longings ? 

Epicene. Tut, a device, a device, this; it ſmells rankly, 
ladies, a mere comment of his own. 

True-wit. Why, if you ſuſpect that, ladies, you may have 
him ſearch'd. 

Daw. As the cuſtom i is, by a jury of phyſicians. 

La-Foole. Yes faith, twill be brave. 

Moroſe. O me, muſt I undergo that ? 

Mrs. Otter. No, let women ſearch him, madam ; we can 
do it ourſelves. 

Moroſe. Out on me, worſe ! 

Epica ne. Go, ladies, you ſhall not need, T'll take him 
with all his faults. 

Morbſe. Worſt of all! | 

Clerimont. Why, then, *tis no divorce, doctor, if ſhe con- 
ſent not ? 

Cutberd. No, if the man be frigidus, it is de parte uxoris, 
that we grant libellum di vortii, in the law. 

Otter. I, it is the ſame in Theology. 

Moroſe. Worſe, worſe than worſt! 

True-wit. Nay, fir, be not utterly diſheartned : we have 
yet a ſmall relic of hope left, as near as our comfort is blown 
out. Clerimont, produce your brace of knights. What was 
that, maſter parſon, you told me in errore qualitatis, een 
now? Dauphine, whiſper the bride, that ſhe carry it as if ſhe 
were guilty and afham'd. 

Otter. Marry fir, in errore qualitatis (which maſter doctor 
did forbear to urge) if ſhe be found corrupta, that is, vitia- 
ted or broken up, that was pro virgine diſponſa, eſpous'd for 
a maid 

Moroſe. What then, fir ? 

Otter. It doth dirimere contratum, and irritum reddere too. 

True-wit. If this be true, we are happy again, fir, once 
more. Here are an honourable brace of knights that ſhall 
_ affirm ſo much. 

Daw. Pardon us, good maſter Clerimont. 
La-Focle. You thall excuſe us, Mr. Clerimont. 
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Clerimnt. Nay, you muſt make it good now, knights; 
there is no remcdy : I'll eat no words for you, nor no men: 
you know you ſpoke it to me ? 

* Daw. Is this gentleman-like, fir ? 

True-wit. Jack Daw, he's worſe than fir Amorous ; fiercer 
a great deal. Sir Amorous, beware, there be ten Daws in 
this Clerimont. 

La-Foole. I'll confeſs it, fir. 

Dew. Will you, Sir Amorous? Will you wound reputa- 
tion! 

La-Foole. I am reſolv'd. 

True-wit. So ſhould you be too, Fack Daw : what ſhould 
keep you off ? She is but a woman, and in diſgrace. He'l] 
be glad on't. f 

Daw. Will he? I thought he would ha' been angry. 

Clerimont. You will diſpatch, knights; it muſt be done, 
i faith. 

True-wit. Why, an' it muſt, it ſhall, fir, they ſay. They'll 
ne'er go back. Do not tempt his patience. 

Daw, It is true indeed, far. 

La-Foole. Yes, I aſſure you, fir. 
ATorgſe. What is true, gentlemen ? what do you aſſure me? 
Daw. That we have known your bride, fir 
La- Foole. In good faſhion. She was our miſtreſs or ſo. 
Clerimont. Nay, you muſt be plain, knights, as you were 
to me. 
Otter. I, the queſtion is, if you have carnaliter, or no? 
La-Foole. Carnaliter. What elſe, fir ? 
Otter. It is enough; a plain Nullity. 
Epicæne. I am undone, I am undone ! 
| Moroſe. O let me worſhip and adore you, gentlemen ! 
Epicene. J am undone ! 
| Moroſe. Yes, to my hand, I thank theſe knights. Maſter 
parſon, let me thank you otherwiſe, 
Centaure. And ha' they confeſs d? | 
Mavis. Now out upon them, informers ! 
True-wit. You ſee what creatures you may beſtow your 
favours on, madams. : : 
Haughty. I would except againſt them as beaten knights, 
wench, and not good witneſſes in law. 
Mrs. Otter. Pœor gentlewoman, how ſhe takes it! 
Harghty. Be comforted, Morgſe, I love you the better for't. 
Nun 


—— —ů— 
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Centaure. So do J, I proteſt. 

Cutberd. But gentlemen, you have not known her fince 
Matrimonium? 

Daw. Not to-day, maſter doctor, 

La-Focle. No, fir, not to-day. 

Cutberd. Why, then, I ſay. For any fact before, the 
Matrinonium is good and perfect; unleſs the worſhiptul 
bridegroom did preciſely, before witneſs, demand, if ſhe 
were virgo ante nuptias. 

Epicæ ne. No, that he did not, J aſſure you, maſter doctor. 

Cutterd. If he cannot prove that, it is ratum conjugium, 
notwithſtanding the premiſſes; and they do no way impedi- 
re. And this is my ſentence, this I pronounce. 


Citer. I am of maſter doctor's reſolution too, fir ; if you 


made not _ demand ante nuptias. 

Morgſe. O my heart! wilt thou break ? wilt thou break ? 
This is worſt ot all worſt worſts that hell could have devis'd! 
marry a whore! and ſo much noiſe! 

Dauphine. Come, I fee now plain confederacy in this doc- 
tor, and this parſon, to abuſe a gentleman. You ſtudy his 
affliction. I pray be gone, companions. And gentlemen, 
begin to ſuſpect you, for havieg parts with em. Sir, will 
it pleaſe you hear me? 

Morſe. O, do not talk to me; take not from me the plea- 
ſure of dying i in ſilence, nephew. 


Daupbine. Sir, I muſt ſpeak to you. I have been long 


your poor deſpis'd ki! nan, and many a hard thought has 
ſtrengthned you againit me: but now it ſhall appear if ei- 
ther I love you or your peace, and prefer them to all the 
world befide. I will not be long or grievous to you, fir. 
If I free you of this unhappy match abſolutely, and inſtantly, 
after all this trouble, and almoſt in your deſpair, now 
More. (It cannot be.) 
Dauphine. Sir, that you be never troubled with a murmur 
of it more, what ſhall 1 hope for, or deſerve of you? 
Mors/e. O, what thou wilt, nephew! Thou ſhalt deſerve 
me, and hav ME. 
Dauphine. Shall I have your favour perfect to me, and 
love herecatter ! 
Morſe. That, and any thing beſide. Make thine own 
conditions. My whole eſtate is thine; manage it, I wil 
become thy ward. 
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DPauphine. Nay, Sir, I will not be ſo unreaſonable, 
Epicene. Will Sir Dauphine be mine enemy too? 
Daupbine. You know I have been long a ſuitor to you, 
uncle, that out of your eſtate, which is fifteen hundred a 
year, you would allow me but five hundred during lite, and 


ice 


he aſſure the reſt upon me after; to which I have often, by my- - 
tul ſelf and my friends, tendred you a writing to ſign, which 
he you would never conſent or incline to. If you pleaſe but 
to effect it now 
or. Mor. Thou ſhalt have it, nephew: I will do it, and more. 
n, Dauphine. If I quit not you preſently, and for ever of this 
dis cumber, you ſhall have power inſtantly, afore all theſe, to 
revoke your act, and I will become whoſe ſlave you will 
ou give me to, for ever, | 
Moroſe. Where is the writing? I will ſeal to it, that, or 
k? to a blank, and write thine own conditions. 
d! Epi. O me, moſt unfortunate wretched gentlewoman ! 


Haughty. Will Sir Dauphine do this! 


c- Epicæne. Good Sir, have ſome compaſſion on me. 
his Mor. O, my nephew knows you belike; away, Crocodile. 
n, Centaure. He does it not ſure without good ground. 
111 Dauphine. Here, ſir. | 

Moroſe. Come, nephew, give me the pen; I will ſub- 
a- ſcribe to any thing, and ſeal to what thou wilt, for my de- 

liverance. Thou art my reſtorer. Here I deliver it thec as 
ng my deed. If there be a word in it lacking, or writ with falſe 
as orthography, I proteſt before Iwill not take the advantage. 
ei- Dauphine. Then here is your releaſe, Sir; you have 
he married a boy, a gentleman's ſon, that I have FF 
e takes off 
ir. brought up this half year, at my great charges, ie 
75 and for this compotition, which I have now P! 5 5 
— made with you. What ſay you, maſter doctor? An 
This is juſtum impedimentum, I hope, error perſonæ. 
ur Otter. Yes, Sir, in primo gradu, 
Cutberd. In primo gradu. 

ve Dauphine. I thank you, good doctor Cutberd, and parſon 

Otter, you are beholden to em, Sir, that have He-aatt 
id taken this pains for you; and my friend maſtep * 1 ; « f 

True-wit, who enabled 'em for the buſineſs. whe 6, 
n Now you may go in and reſt, be as private as in diſguiſe. 
p you will, Sir. I'll not trouble you, till you trouble me 


witl: your funeral, which I care not how ſoon it come. Cute 
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berd, T'l] make your leaſe good. Thank me not, but with 
your leg, Cutberd. And Tom Otter, your princeſs ſhall be re- 
concil'd to you. How now, gentlemen. do you look at me ? 

Clerimont. A boy? 

Dauphine. Yes, miſtreſs Epicœne. 

True-wit. Well, Dauphine, you have lurch'd your friends 
of the better half of the garland, by concealing this part of 
the plot: but much good do it thee, thou deſerv'ſt it, lad. 
And Clerimont, for thy unexpected bringing theſe two to 
confeſſion, wear my part of it freely. Nay, Sir Daw, and 

Sir La- Fuole, you ſee the gentle woman that has done you the 
favours! we are all thankful to you, and ſo ſhould the wo- 
man-kind here, ſpecially for lying on her, tho'not with her! 
You meant ſo. Jam ſure. But that we have ſtuck it upon 
vou to-day, in your own imagin'd perſons, and fo lately, 
this Amazon, the champion of the ſex, ſhould beat you now 
thrittily, for the common flanders which ladies receive from 
ſuch cuckows as you are. You are they, that when merit 
of fortune can make you hope to enjoy their bodies, will 
vet Ive with their reputations, and make their fame ſuffer. 
Away, you common moths of theſe, and all ladies honours, 
Go, travel to make legs and faces, and come home with 
ſome new matter to be laught at; you deſerve to live in an 
air as corrupted as that wherewith you feed rumor. Ma- 
dams, you are mute, upon this new Metamorphoſis ! But here 
ſands the that has vindicated your fames. Take heed of 
ſach inſets hereafter. And let it not trouble you, that you 
have diſcover'd any myſteries to this young gentleman : he 
Is (a' moſt) of years, and will make a good viſitant within 
t':is twe ve-month. In the mean time, we'll all undertake 
for his ſecrecy, that can ſpeak ſo well of his ſilence. Spec- 
totors, if you like this Comedy, riſe chearfully, and now 
A] roroſe | is gone in, clap your hands. It may be, that noiſc 
will cure him, at leaſt pleaſe him. 
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